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Quite. and ; Fa»: 


Sanction to what ſhe is plea- 
ſed co favour.:; (0 7 


'Twis thatfore iny Db. 
ty as wel as Ambition, to 
priegs theſe Hoe Compo- 
oa to your Royal High- 
ncſs's EEE? which , 
of” an Altar, hould only 
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5 Dnchit, cannot .; want 
Fogg from'a Prin- 
who dechnes no_Op- 
portunity of doing Good. 
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Kenn Charms, * as ang 
engaged many to become 
her Votaries, even int fo dc. 

prav'd an Age as This, | 
yo Your Reyar" Bre"\s the 
2nd, Court” 'hiere. | the 
TACCS and_ Virches "have 
their reſpecive Stations, and 
wherg Charity |. "Ras her 
Throne,=-.. But m, 
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PREFA C E. 
H E Publi ng an Ai 
nual Mi Calan of Po- 

ems, 61 Divine and Moral 

Subjetts, can diſpleaſe no Per- 

ſons who have any reſpett far 

Virtue ; and” She has few ew pro- 

feſt Enemies. 

That Religion and. Mora- 

ity are capable of all the Em- 

belliſhments of Poetry, has been 
confirmed by the Suffrage ' and 


Performance iof beft Pocts 'm 
all” Ages, *Tu 


'Tu there the Muſes breath 
' eheir native Z#ir.” After -all 
their Prodigal perſuits of Va- 
nity; 'Tis thither | they mu#t 
come, to recover S$ UE Then and 
Beauty, to appear like F 
ſelves, in « Dreſs that is '% 
1 to their VUneovty, (1 aarER 
T hoſe: are wnly.t0. be gcooun- 
ted legitimate Q#-ſpring s 4 

Wit, which are uſeful t0-t 
World, or, at leait,  Inaffenſrue. 
For. fuck Burthi. which | the 
Muſe.tbe conceru'd then ran- 
net-look npou with, SatisfaQion, 
fanuld :be. Trkubs the Favenr 
wad ny of nable wn 
1 


—Ci nog rinee Ag 
| Nee Deus hs ole op Mee, Dm. ws nu 


"Prob "RT jr no wk 
Df (Genins 'more  Capgble Ty be, 
"ng ſe erviceable © to to Montind, 

an That of Poetry. Bur i 
the Mi forme of that generous | 
Sol to Bb overrun ih P OnN-. 
du Weeds,” anil thin flocks. 
with won log Plants.” Other: 
Ge T'Þad not inſerted inithit 

ItefFion any of 'miy own BF- 
Jays, Neither "will I Prettnd 
thiſe fron other Hands to: 'By,| 
All of 'em, ehoiceſt i in their Kit 

How. 


However, they had, generally, 
the prevate Approbation, and 
many of them the Applauſe of 
able Fuages. Some of em car. 
ry ther Santtion in the Names 
of therr Authors ; ſuch as Dr, 
Jeremy , Taylor, Dr. Ful- 
ler, Earl of Roſcommon, 
and Others. Several alſo. a- 
mongit the, Anonymous will 
approve - themſelves to; come 
from Eminem Hands.  4- 
mongſt which- the Ladies may 
have the Entertainment to find, 
that our Age and Country have 
raduc'd more than Qne Orin» 
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In fo good @ ſ , "tis 
hop'd, » rafelk 2.7 times | 
ly ſupp 4 ſecond Freight, and 
Pardon what - they" think”'de> 

feltrve in this firſt Advene 


ure. mY 


Youthful Minds ' will - have 
therr Diverſions, where Poe: 
try . comer in "for "no ſmall 
Share. Tis therefore a Pub. 
ich Service #0 - them 
with ſuch as may be inſtrufttve, 
and , entertain, their Fancy, 
without victating their Mo- 
rals. For which Reaſon the 
Encouraging a Book of this 

Na- 


pales: 


r Intereit of all Pas 
dafters Famis 
ji are" bett. 94, in 
Bath. Capacities, when | ther 
Children aud Servants .. have 


a Senſe of Picty, Nay, Rel; 
gious Poetry may be one Means 


fam eclamingieven pr e Per- 


by its Rs ms, 
ui weetneſi of uts Streins, 


_- 7 opal of itr. Numbers, 
«carding. to that oo our) droine 


Herbert, 


"4 Perf may take fie whis' a SONS 
\. flies, 
. "Ani tura Delight 1100 i favifee, 


A 


1 V, has Juch iAllures 
> HS wil doubtleſs exere 


themſelves mY op; Die 
vine ard Moral aft phich 
#atetr ally; excite; #ll the innocens 


Paſſions of ounMande, Nothing 
furniſhes the Fancy with more 
charming Ideas and Imagry. 
No other T opicks or Occaftons 
a3 Juch_- exalred Notions 
Sentiments; nor i any 

ing capable of nobler Ex- 
- uy W. Rd (T1 think) 
ave all the Requiſi ites a Poet 
can defire. He will certainly 
find the Holy Scriptures hi. 
"= Magazine, of which Wri- 


tings 


r My. Cowley has truly 
or hr That They are, al- 
ney; either the moſt ac- 

iſh'd Pieces' of Poetry 
& World; or the buſt 


Materials for it. 


DIVINE at and wo KAY, 


SUBJECTS. © 
. \ M . v gel wh 


A Morsing H1 Fd 7 by 2. Fuller, for- 
[ owl Buſbup of yo4 


Tx, pakeſul Shepherd orgs dat Fact 


by thy Goodnes from qhe Bed 
To -Thie' ; ies iS this Mykin;':0 1) 
As wy belf Morning Sierifice';\ 
Like gratefullncenſe may in Riſe, 
And raiſe tron weirh 4c From the bed of Ain. 
And do ickive anbthes iflagt toxiew.©) 3 C 


| O' ter tan wich the. Days my Thanks reneres 
And by its Light, thy righeeove Paths perfue. ) 
Cou 


_ & 
fs pr wadedo Ce, 


That ev the Innocent 
Should alwaqs-wilh themſelves like me, 
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Node Duy NOR an I "ip 
ThatI have Liv'd,not loſt another r Day: 
o . For Day aid Yeats; if erit ir - | 
"2" Gin nee? ts Tife's Sung 4triount 
*Tis only adglggta Deaths blagk Acgount ; 
And muſt be Recknof.for again. 
.-. Than, Setting >uby./ 1-15.15 £ ! 
Art Wicneſi how T've been employ'd,, - 
\, 1fOnegood AdienT have-dobe v .. 
For the Tight that Fehis Day "a i) 


goofy A! TA | 


2 ; * hou 
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C3 
Thou ſeeſt my conſcious Fears, 
Thetkiod, Kidd rtlnxMofly Ehidnedins 
Before they ſink in Weſtern Streams, 
St AE 1 my*Rpeivitk Fake 3\) 

- That when thy Luſtre is withdrawn __ 

From-thefobinightcd Eyes, \ 
To chear my Soul a fairer Dawn 
And brighter Sun{fRighteouſnelrbizy Rile: 
The Sumy wheolontycanfend forehi a Ray, 
That makesthe Moning to Ercrnal'Day. 
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(4) 
4 flogt wilt 


1 NN oc E:N C:Etr | 
0r the Ineflimeblo Genen. | 


FITS 9 JT BW, i of ods. 


Writs þ « Trang Lot, 


D— 


—— 


EEO Frere vER 
( Than Cer enciche a Diadems ; 


A Genin that bears a Priee {© high, 
As Crowns and Empires cannot Buy. 
Yet by the pooreſt Morcal's Breſt 
This matchlefs Treaſure is poſſeſt, 

A Treaſure not like other Wealth, 
That's liable co Fraud or Stealth $ 
No Soul of this can be berefe 

By open Force, or fecrer Theft 3 
Safe in it's Cabinet 'twill ſtay, 

Till by the Owner chrown away. 


O diſmal Bargain, when for Sin we fell 


This Gemm ! 'Tis Lite jor Death, and Heav'n 
v for Hell, 
By 


(9d) * 
. By: Dr.Fulter. 
Fs ns Bn. laſt Rs that thou 
= Þ| So mindful of him, that the Son of Gad = 
— -- | Should quic his Glory, his Divine Abode, 
| To be on Earth a poor Affifted Man ? 
? Þ The Deity contracted t6 a Spar ! 
And that for me (O wondrous Love) for ms ! 
Reveal, ye gloriods Spirics, when ye knew 
The way the Son of God took to rene 
Loſt Man, Your vacant Places t ſupply, 
Bleſt Spirits tell, 
Which Gia Excel, 
Which was more prevalent, 
Your Joy, or your Aſtoniſhment ? 
That for a Worm, a God ſhould Dye ! 
Oh ! for a Quill drawn from your Wing, 
To write the Prailes of th' Eternal Love, 
Oh! for a Voice, like Yours, to ling 
That Ambem here, which once you ſung Above. 
B 3 By 


By the ſame Hamd. 


T* the black diſmal Dungeon of Delſpait 
Pin'd with a Tormenting Care, 
Wracke with my Fears, 
Drown'd in my Tears, 
With dreadful ExpeRation of my Doom, 
And certain horrid Judgments ſoon to come, 
Lord, hereT lie, 
Loſt to all hope of Liberty, 
Hence never to remove, 
But by a Miracle of Love, 
Which I ſcarce dare to hope, much leſs exper, 
Being guilty of fo great, ſo long Negle&. 
Fool, that I was, worthy a ſharper Rod, 
To ſlight thy Courtings, O my God ! 
For thou didft Woo, Ihtreat and Grieve, 
Didſt begrae to be happy and to Live, 
But I would not, I choſe to dwell 
With Death, too far from thee,too hear to Hell 
But is there no Redemption, ro Relief? 
Thou {xv'ſt a Murder and 'a Thief. 
Thy 


x nd fn 


(7) 
Thy Mercy Lord once more advance, 

And give, O give me fach a Glance 
As Peter had ; thy fiveer kind Chidins Look 
Will change my Heart, as it did rhadle that Rock3 
Look on me, Feſs, as thou adit on him, 
Tis more thatt to Create, this to Redeem. 
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By the ſame Hand. 


th 1 


been, 
Since firſt I wander'd in the maze of Sin ? 
Lord I have been I know not where, 
So intricate Youths Follics are : To 
Age hath irs Labyriaths, and Mazes con, 
But neither hath a wile returriing Clue; 
Thy Look, thy Call xo me 
Shall my far better Ariedwe be. 

Hark, I hear my Shepherd call away, | 
And in a kind complaining Accent, fay, - { 
Why does my Soul thus-ttray ? 

B 4 O 


(8.) 


O bleſſed Voice, : 
That prompts me to new Choice! 4 "* 
And fain, dear Shepherd, would ocorath 
But I can find no Track 
To lcad me back; 


And if I ſtill goon, I am undone ! 

'Tis thou, O Lord, muſt bring me home, 

Or, point me out, at leaſt, the way, 

For ah! poor Souls have thouſand ways toſtray , 
Yet to return, alas, but One. 


|? W- CA E_ 


HTM N. 


Q H! = mine Eyes wou'd melt into a 
That I might plunge in Tears for Thee, 

As thou didſt Swim in Blood to ranſom me. 
Oh ! that this fleſhly Limbeck would begin 

To drop a Tear for every Sin ! | 

Sec how his Arms ate ſpread, 

To entertain Death's welcome Bands ; 

Behold his bowing Head, , 

C) His 


y (9) 
His bleeding Hands ! 


The ſolid Rocks in ſunder rent ; 


His oft repeated Stripes, his wounded Side ! 
Hark how he Groans,remember how he Cry'd 
The very Heavens put weeds of Mourning on, 


. 


F 


And yet this Heart, this Stone, could not relent, 
Hard-hearted Man, to weep alone deny'd; 
Hard-hearted Man, for whom alone he Dy'l. 


The . Paſſing-Bell. 


Thou ſtill art ready for the Dead, 
Like a kind Hoſt, co make my Bel. 
I now am come to be thy Gneſt, 
Let mc in ſome Dark Lodging reſt, 
For I am weary, full of pain, 

And of my Pilgrimage complain. 
On Heavens Decree I waiting lye, 
And all my wiſhes ave to dye. 

Hark I hear my Pafling-Bell, 


Farewel, my loving Friends, Farewel ; 


Ome honeſt Sexton, take thy Spade, 
And let my Grave be quickly made : 


2 Make 


2. 


Make my cold B:d (good Szxton) deep, 
That my poor Bones may ſafely ſleep ; 
Until that ſad and joyful Day, 

When from Above a Voice ſhall fay, 
Wake all ze Dead, lift =p your Eyes, 

The Great Creator bids you Rife. 

Then do I hope, among the Jaft, 

To ſhake off this Polluted Duſt ; 

And with new Robes of Glory dre, 
To have acceſs among the Blcit. 
Hark I hear noy Pafling-Bell, 

Farewel my loving Friends, Farewel. 
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(1x) 
JOBY CURSE. 
By Dy. JEREMY TAYLOR. 


' Ex the Night peciſh, Curſed be the Mom 
Wherelt 'tws ſaid there is a Matr Chill 


born. 

Lot-noethe Lord regard that Day; but fhrond 
It's fatal Glory in ſome ſullen Cloud, 
May the dark ſhades of an Eternal Night 
Exclude the leaſt kind beam of dawning Light, * 
Let unknown Babes as in the Womb rhey lye, 
Ifirbe mention'd, give a Groarr and Dye. 
No ſounds of foy dherein ſhall charmitheEaxr,> 
NoSun,no Moongwo Twilight Star2ppexr, © 
Bur'a rhick Vate of gloomy Darkneſ wear. ) 
Why di} I not, when frftrny Mothers Womb 
Diſcharg'd me- thence, drop down imo my 

Tomb ? | 


Then had I been at quiet : and mine Eycs 
| Had flept and feen no Sorrow ; there the wiſe 
And ſubtil Councillor, the Portentate, 

Who for themſelves buile Palaces of State, _ 
Lie huſht in ſilence ; there's no Mid-night Cry 
Causd by Oppreſlive Tyranny 


Of 


(12), 

+ _. Of Wicked Rulers 3 There the Weary ceaſe 
From Labour,there the Priſoner ſleeps in Peace; 
The Rich,the Poor,theMonarch,andtheSlave, 

| Reft undiſt urb'd, and no DiſtinRion have 

| Withia the filene Chambers of the Grave. 


The Worlds by « Toung Lady. 


Here's no difturbance in tho Heavens” 
above, T 


| And heavenly Souls do nothing elſe but Love ; 
No Anger, no Remorfe, no Diſcontent, 

| Can ſeize a Soul that's truly Innocent, 

And aims at nought,but that ſhe may combine 
With all ſhe finds,like to her felf; Divine : 

And ſeing Things in fuch Confuſion tnuctd | | 
Does not comend with, but deſpiſe the World. 


wo 
Cr) 


A Dialogt | 4A iwo Paaieedte,/ 


55 Ark how,the waketul checefy] Cock 
. The Villagers Aſtrologes,.'. 
pping his Wings, proclaims the Day, 
chides thy Sleep and Night awiy. 
: 43,1 bear and thank ray kindRemembras- 
_...: | 
Flow, flow, my Tezrs,O when will you begin? 
St, Peter's Bird Reproves St. Petty's Sin. 


x P. Complaining 'Man; hiſt 'thou thy 
- Chilt denyd dT + 'nm 11593 


il | 2P;Mozmed have done morethanPeer did 
With leſs Excuſe, and many ways beſide, 
Ev'ndui@#rity Obrif was glorify 
And this, alas; $56 ot, ahas, more, ore Gun 


thrige7 + xJile ors 


As ofteg.as LChoſhwand Wood! wha 
Or brutiſh Luft G&@ be Abbor'd) : 
' Rejected Jeſug,my.dear Lord. - 
1 Pr, O my fad Heart! if that be to deny, 


Nont ougtt G'eep more Floods than T ! 
i When 


% 


(44) 


When to receive intomy Heart a Sin, 
I thruſt my Jeſt aut, and took it in. 
But Lord,how oft he came,and being yas 


How doleftlly he cry, (dy ad! 
Why doft thou uſe the thus, who for thee 


2 Pr. Mechinks, 1 hear him Call too from 
the Liee, 


Upgratchul Wzetch, were cheſt Wounds made 
for Thee, 


Who bothaleny-ult we and begray 'd menos ? 
Far every wanton Kils 
A very Tad is,-.. 
And each malicious Thotght-a ſpiteful Few. 
1 Pd. o- Sins do How what "cruel Fews did 
non,  - 
Wound.Inmajreſh and Geoxige again, 
Then we, alas, have his T armentors been. 3. 
And by each vile deliberate Deed, 
We make his Wounds afreſh to bleed, 
His Pain a&various as'oult Sin. 7 / 
2 P:. True, for my Doubers'do bind his Hands, 
wy Pride MH bt 
Nom teſt daſrobs hint, ghew decide 3... 


(15) | 
I ſpit upon him by my Blaſphemy, 
And Scopege þim by my Crueley ; 
My prophane Tears become the Thorns 
That pigzc\l his Head with Scorns. 
And my Hygagily. 15. Pr. Stay ! 
To what pradigeous height our Sins amount ! 
E v'ry Unkindneks is Date, 
The Spaay that wounds his very Heare ! 
| que 
Mix we-0ur Tears for Grief ler's Dye, = 
*Tis "A wargh our awn, who caus'd his Tra- 
y. 


Seat. 


| Upon 4 Quiet c anſince P KOs J. 


$row chins Ec and icep foie,” 

Thy Sonlt is Tafe, geen. nope 

He that griards thite, he that 

Never flumbers-never ſleeps. * | 

A quiet Conſcichce, in a wh» 2} 

Has only Peace, hias only Reſt :/411. co 5 

Tt Muſick and the Mirth 'of 

Are out of Tune, unle6 ſhe ſings: * © 

ang Ir -7hocie< ROY 


No ficep fo ſweet at Thins, no Ref fire. 


FU TO 00" IS 


A DI ue betwixt Dives and Abraham. 
V ud 


2 HY Father Abrabam, help for Mercics 


Behold my Torments in this burning Lake; 

Send Lazarw with Whirlwinds that be may 

Theſe flames of meking Sulphur fan away: 
gots A. 


.* 


(t) 

A. What Ga of Hell and DarkbeG dare 
moleſt 

This awful Saint, Farce warm yet on my 
Breaſt ? 


D. "Tis Sw pit 
Alas is only now, —— 

Abr. I know thee not, 

D. Father, 'tis Dives, 'cis thy San, *tis 1, 
Who Purpled ore fed once deliciouſly. 

A. And canſt thou now his Charity implore 
Whom thou faweſt lately at thy Flinty Door, 
Begging for Crams,thoſe Crums that fell beſide 
Thy ore-charg'd e, and was then deny'd? 

fem tonaniny 


D. Some pity take. 

' 4. Remember” Sor 
Thy Dogs had'pity on him, thou hadft none. 

D. Yet they Were iRine reliev'd him, O,inlieu; 
Let him vouch{afe me bur a lirtle Dew 

To cool hy" Tongue. 

A. Not the leaſt drop of Grace 

Can &ver enter that forſaken Place. 


6T C D. The® 


(19) 
D. Then ſend him to my Brethren, leſt they 
come 
To feel the weight | of my Eternal Hoon. 
A. They've Moſes and the Prophers, 
D. True, byt they 


May yet a Summans from the Dead obey. 
A. If to convert them Sion's Thunder fail, 


A gs from the Dead will neer prevail. 


When once Dearh's fatal” Hand has ſhoe the 
Dogr, -i 


The Gates of Mercy never open more. 


129 
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SOLILOQUT- 


Ear Saviour, oh ! NG Hoa ? 
Sura 'tis of Stone, it, cannot ſmare, 

” wes yet Relene the Death of . thee, "> 
Whoſe Death alone could ranſom me. 
Can I behold thy Pains fo great |. 
Thine Agony, thy bloudy SWeat, | 
Thy Back with-Whips and Scourges torn, 
Thy Sacred Temples Crown'd with Thorn, 
Thy 


({19z)) 


Thy Veins ah Nerves extentied wide, | 
Thy panting Heare; thy blealing Side ; 
Thy Hands aid Feet nail'd to the Wood, 
And all thy Body dfown'd in Blood ; 

Canſt thou pour forth ſuch Streams for me; 
And I not drop one Tear for Thee? 


2. Yet tehderthearted T eat ery, 
To ſec, Reomantick Heroes dye, 
And Priam's Fall commands tny Eyes, 
As Great Eliev did the Skies 3 © 
Nay, 4 fallc Fable that can hart, 

And call up Sorvow from my Heart; | 

A Player 400, vhat dies in jeſt,', , .} 

Can raiſe a Tempeſt in my breaſt : 

But here when I ſhould grieve indeed, 
Nor am I touch'd, nor can I bleed ; 
Heart | how I fear by this alone 

There's ſomething in me worſe than Stone. 


3. Behold/—See how this diſmal ſighe 
Pug the, whole World into a fright, 
C 3 The 


('20') 


The Graves did open, and the Dead, 
Roſe from their Tombs and Marble Bod, 
Earth did with Anguiſh ſhake again, 
Convulſions felt in ev'ry Vein; 

Tt' amazed Sun withdrew his light, 
Transorming Day. to darkeſt Nighe. 

The Temple's Vail in twain was Rent, 

The ſtony Rocks.in ſunder went ; 

The Murtherer «did this Death bemoan, 

. And pityingit, forgor his own ! | 
Down ſtupid ſtoutnefs, elle 'tis rrue, (Few ; 
Th' art worſe 'c>an Murthgrer, worſe than 
Lord of thy'Metoy work a Wonder, *- '''- 
Cleave this obdurate Heart in ſander. - | 


(21) 
PSALM the CIV. 


HT——— ”T 


By Mr. Tate. 


Part the Firft. | 
Leſs God, my Soul, thou Gotetoats | 


Poſleſleſt Empire without bounds, 


With Honour thou art Crowg'd, thy Throne 
Eccrnal Majeſty ſurrounds, | 


2. With Light thou doſt thy ſelfenrobe, 
And Glory for a Garment take ; 


Heaven's Curtains ſtretcht beyond the Globe, 
Thy Canopy of State xo make. © 


3. He builds on Liquid Fire, and forms 
His Palace Chambers in che'Skies, 
The Clouds his Chariot are, and Scorms 
The ſwift-wing'd Steeds with which he flies. 
4. Spirits he made his heav enly Quire, | 
With ſpeed his Orders to fulfil, 
His Miniſters a flaming Fire 
To execute his dreadful will. 
5, 6 Earrtion her Center fixt he ſer, 


Her Face with Waters over- ſpread, 
C 3 Nor 


| (#2) 
Nor proudeſt Mountains gar'd $5 yet 4 
To lift above rhe Waves their head. 

7. Bur when thy Thunder's Voice went forth, 
The frighted Floods diſpers'd away, 

Engult'd in Caverns of the Earth, 
And panting in her Boſom lay. 

8. Thence up by ſecret rradts they creep, 
And guſhing from the Mountains fide 
Through Valleys travel ro the Deep, 
Appointed to regeive their Tide. 

9. There haſt-chou fxt the Ocearr bounds, 
Her chreatning Syrges to ropel, 

' That the no more tranſgreſs her mounds, 
Nor to a ſecond Deluge ſwell. 


Part the Second. - 
10. Yet thence in ſmaller Parties drawn, 


The Sea recovers her loſt Hills, 
And ftarting ſprings from every Lawn, 
Surpriſe the Vales in plenteous Rills, 

11. The Ox inyoak'd is thither led, 
Weary with Labous, faint with Drought, 
And Aſſes on wild Mountains bred. -r | 
Have ſenſe tq find.thoſe Currents out. , . 1 


T2. 
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12.Thereſhady Trees from ſcorching Beams, 
Yield Manſions to the Fearher'd Throng, 
They drink, and to the bounteous Streams | 
Return the Tribute of their Song. 


12. His Rains from Heaven WE 
That ſoon tranſmie the Liquid Store, 
Till Earth is burthen'd with her Fruit, 
And Nature's Lap can hold no more. 


14. Graſs for our Cattle to devour, 
He makes the {elf ſame Soil produce ; 
And Herbs endu'd with Sovereign Power, 
For Man that knows their Sovereign Uſe, 


1 5. With cluſter'd Grapes he crowns the V ing 
Whoſe NeRar Mortal Cares ſubdue 
Gives Oyl chat makes our Face to ſhine, 
And Bread that waſted Strength renews. 


Part the Third. 
16. The Trees of God, wirhour-che Care 
Or Art of Man, with Sap arc &d ; 
The Mountain Cedar looks as faur, 


As thoſe in Royal Gardens byed, 
C 4 179. Sate 
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17. Safe inthe loſty Cedar's Arms 

The Wanderers © th' Air may reſt; 

The Hoſpitable Pine from harms 

Protea the Stork, her pious Gueſt. 


18. Wild-Goats the craggy Rocks aſcend, 
Jes towring height their Fortreſs make, 
Whole Cells in Labyrinths extend, 

Where fcebler Creatures Refuge take. 


19. The Moon's inconſtant Aſpe@ ſhews 
The appointed Seaſons of the Year ; 
The Inſtru&ed Sun his duty knows, 
His Hours to Riſe, and Diſappear. 


20,21. Darkneſs he makes the Day to ſhroud, 
When Foreſt Beaſts ſecurely ſtray, 
Young Lyons Roar their Wants aloyd 
To Providence that ſends 'em Prey. 
22, They Range all Night on Slaughter bent, 
Til!, fummon'd by the Riſing Morn, 
To fculking Dens, with one Conſent, 
The conſcious Ravagers return. 
23. Forth to the Tillage of his Soil 
The Husbandman ſecurely goes ; 


Com- 
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Commencing with the Sun his Toil, 
Wich him returns to his repoſe. 


24. How various(Lord)thy Works are found? 


For which thy Wiſdom we Adore: 


The Earth is with thy Treaſure Crown'd, 


Till Nature's Hand can gralp no more. 


The Fourth Part. 


25. But ſtill Thy vaſt unfachom'd Main 


Of Wonders a new Scene ſupplies ; 
Whoſe Depths Inhabitants contain 
Of ev'ry Form, and ev'ry Size. 


26. The Gallant Ship there cuts her way, 


Waited along by gazing Shoals : 
Leviathan has room to play, 
And like a Floating Iſland rowls. 


27. Theſe various Troops of Sea and Land 


In ſenſe of common Want agree ; 
All wait on Thy diſpenſing Hand, 
And have their daily Alms from Thee. 


28. They gather what Thy Stores diſperſe, 
Without their trouble to provide : 


Thou 


(26) 
Thou op'ſt thy Hand——the Univerſe, 
The Craving World, is all ſapplyd. 

29. Thou for a Moment hid'ſt thy Face, 
The num'rous Ranks of Creatures Mourn : 
Thou tak'ſt their Breach, —all Nature's Race 
Forthwith to Mocher Duſt return, 

30. Again, Thou ſend'ſt thy Spirit forth, 
T' inſpire the Maſs with Vital Sced ; 
Nature's Reſtor'd, and Parent Earth 
Smiles on her New-Created Breed. 


31. Thus through ſucceflive Ages, ſtands 
Firm fix'd thy Providenrial Care ; 
Pleas'd with the Works of Thy own Hands, 
Thou doſt the Waſtes of Time repair. 


22. He darted forth a wrathful Look, 
The trembling Earth Convulſions felc ; 
He toucht the Mountains, they did ſmoke, 
And Rocks before his Lightning melt. 


22, 34. In praiſing him, whilſt he prolongs 
My Breath, I will that Breath employ ; 
And join Devation to my Songs, 
Sincere, as is in him my Joy. 


(27) 
35-WhileSinners from Earth's Faceare hurl'd, 
My Soal-ptaiſt dlok his Holy Name; - 
Till, with thy Song, the liſtning World 
Joitr Conſort; and his Praiſe proclaim. 


——— _—_ 


The Evening HT MN. 


T OW thae the Sun hath veil'&'his Light; 
And bid the World good Night ; 
To the foft Bed my Body I diſpoſe, 
But where ſhall my Soul repoſe ? 
Dear God, even in ty Arms, and canthere be 
Any fo ſweet Security : | 
Then to thy Reſt ,Omy Soul,and linging, prailp 


The Mercy that prolongs thy Days. 
Hallelujah. 


—_— — — 


CS 


On our SAVIOUR's Paſſion, 


Arth ercmbled, and Heaven's cloſing Eye 
Was loath to ſee the Lord of Glory Dye. 
The Skies were clad in Mourning, & ch®Sphear $ 
Forgot their Harmony; — 
The Clouds dropt Tears. 
Th' ambitious Dead aroſe to give him Room, 
And ev'ry Grave op'd wide to be his Tomb. 
Th impatient Temple rent her Vale in Two, 


To teach our Heares, what our fad Hearts 
ſhould do. 


Can ſenſlefs Things do This, and ſhall not I 
Melt One poor Drop to ſee my Saviour Dye ! 
Drill forth my Tears, and trickle One by One, 


Till you have pierc'd this Heare ef Mine, this 
Stone ! | 
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The PENITENT, by Dr. Je- 
/\ (reny Taylor. 


 Ord'I have fhan'd, and the black Neb! 
frells |. 


To ſuch a diſmal Sum, 

That ſhould my Stony Heart and Eyes, 
And this whole ſinful Trunk a Flood become, 
And mele coTears, their drops could not fuffice 

To count my Score, 
Much lefs to pay : 

But Thou, my God, haſt Blood in ſfote, 

Yet; ſince the Balſom of thy Blood; | © 

Although it can, will do no Good, 
Unleſs the Wound be cleatw'din Tears before ; 
Thou in whoſe ſweet, bur penſive Face, * 12 


Laughter cou'd never ſteal a Place, 
Teach but my Heart and Eyes 0 « 
To melt away, 2 W 

And then one Drop of Balfom will fuffice. '' 


Th 
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{40 OP TATA wt 
EXPOSTULATION, 


When our Saviour at Twebve Truts' of \ A 
had witharawn — Laik.-0. 2. v.49. 


a A 


_— —_ ” OO — CCB 


L N. Tate." 


E—— > — —_— tt —_—_CC£OuTOocoOos< tt. th ht. 
tat. EET” 


\ 


'Ell me ſome pitying Angel, acdedly fay 
Where does my $0ul's (weer Darling ſtray» 
In Tygers, or-ragre cruel Herod's Way ? 
O! rather ler his render Foor-ſteps prefs 
Ungvarded through the Wildernchs, 
.. Where milder Salvages. refort ; v 
The Deſare's lafer than a Tyrant's Court, 
Why, tairclt Obje& of my Love, 
Why doſt Thou from my longing Eyes remove? 
Was it a waking Dream that did. fqretel 
Thy. wandeous Birab? No Yifpo from Aboyy ? 
Where's Gabriel now that viſited my Cell ? 


Amll——He comes not——flatt'ring Hopes, 
Farewel. Ma 


( 3x ) 


Me Judeb's Daugheers ance Gareſs'd, 
Call'd me of Mother's the moſt Bleſt ; 
Now (fatal Change!) of Madxerijnot diftref'd! 
How ſhall my Soul its Motions guide, 
Whilſt Faith and Doubre my tab'ring Thoughts 
divide ? 
For whilſt of thy Dear Sight I am-beguil'd, 
I Truſt the God—Bur oh ! I fear the Cbi/d. 


} 


's 
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On Pilate's Expoſing our LORD ts 
the Jews, and Tang to them, 


"WRROGE the Man. 


E1 Mr. Arwaker. 


A —— 


Ehold the Man ! inhuman Pilate ! No ; 


Who tin” Have Eyes for fuch a Scetie of 
Woe' 2. 
Call the remorſclefs Crocodile, and ſee 


If that can bear ſuch barbarous Cruelty, 
Shou'd that behold the Ourt-rage you commit, 

Its Tears wou'd be no longer counterfeit. 

Bebold the Man ! oh | you miſtake the Name, 

Behold the Man, behold the God you mean ; 

No Man for ſo much Torture cou'd ſuffice, 

No Man fo Triumph in his Miſeries ; 

He ſhews himſelf a God in ryringThee, 

And proves by ſuffering his Divinity. . 

Bur oh: char Style the Man mulſt not refuſe, 

Whom Pilate dares, whomi Pilate can abuſc. 
While from the Sluces of cach open'd Pore ] 
Flows a rich Torrent of Redeeming Gore, 


(33) 

And on his Head ſharp piercing Thornes ap- 
pear, 

That Head which Rays of Glory us'd to wear; 

And eo oem Heav'n's ſcarce worthy to con- 

Do's in a Cell of Humane Fleſh remain, 

Expos'd to Sorrows beyond parallel, 

Sorrows too Tragick to behold or tell; : 

Oh ! chou mayſt ſay, Behold rhe Man, too well 

Behold ! alas! I cannot, will not ſee, 

I am too tender for the Tragedy, 

Shou'd I behold his vaſt Expence of Blood, 

My Eyes wou'd melt into another Flood. 

Yet I will ſee whence all this Grief proceeds, 

For me; alas! he Groans, for me he Bleeds ' 

My Sin expos'd him to theſeWounding ſtrokes, 

Yer he intreats the Pow'r which that provokes; 

The Tide of Blood in which he floats, is ſhed 


To fave the Wretch by whom his Wounds 
were made. 


Oh, then forbear on Pilate to Exclaim, 
He's Innocent, and I alone to blame * 


(34) 
His Guile moſt juſtly fall on, Wratched me, 
Who edg'd his Rage, and arm'd his Cruelty. 
Oh! then behold cheMan thou haſt betrays 
Bchold che Man that do's thy, Crimes upbaaid! 
Bchold che Man of Grief,che Man of Love ! 
Condemn the Author, but th' Effect approve. 
Behold, and Mou for thy Ingratitude, 


Behold, and Triumph for thy Pardon Su'd, 
Thy Paradiſe regain'd, & Innecence renew'd; 
And when chou haſt ſufficiencly deptor'd 

The Suff ring Man, and Sinning Man abhord, 


Then from the Humbl'd Man thy Thougfits 
muſt foar, $ 


And high in Heav'n th? Exalted God Adote. 
And let the fighe of this great Suffrer move. 
Tow :d him alike chy Pity and thy Love. 


(039) 


Trawftavions our of Boerhins, by 
Mp. Arwaker. 


Lib. 2. Merre the Foerth. 


Ho ere with a Serene mw ſettled Mind 
Coliteiifs he Tojurics by Fate deſign 
Viewing each Fortine une with indiffrent Eyes, 
Ari& cafi utittret' both alike defpile; 
Him yy Storths 'that make the Octat 


Amid eheir Rage; ſhall firid/iimmoreable. 

His Contagewor'd wor ſhrink # <Afind's Fire: * 
But rather nobly Periſh, than Retire. 

Nor'can the ſtrong Convilſion Fits that make 
Th' Eafth'tremble, his firm Reſolution ſhake, 
Nor ey'ntheThunder's ſtroke make him affraid 
By which the proudeſt Tow'rs in Duſt are laid. 
He who does nc'er wich Hope or Fear engage, 
Difarms, and triumphs over Fortune's Rage. 


D 2 Bue 
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Bat he who hopes or fears what is not ſure, 
Nar in his pow'r-w hinder, or procure, 
Hs thrown away hisShigld, forfoyk hisGrounds 
And madea Chain with which himſelf igbound. 


—— —— —— 


Metre Fifth. 
E chat wou'd chooſe a Station ſo ſecure 
To baffle Fate,and all its Storms endure, 
Muſt neither on the Mountain's fammir ſtand, 
Nor truſt his Fortune to the failing Sand, 
That ſtands exposg'd to all the blafts of Fate, 


And faithle6chis will ſink beneath your weighe : 


Then if thou wau'dit comemn che dangerous 
Shock, 


Fix thy lafe Footſteps on an humble Rock ; 


L.ce Fortune ſtorm, in this ſecure Retreat, 
Thou lhalt che force of all its Rage defeat. 
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| Metre Sixth, - 


[ Tre the the farmer Age w which each 
ield 


Did all the Objets of its Wiſhes yield : 
Thar which cheap Acorm did its Pallace feaft, 
And norhing in Luxurious Banquets waſt ; 


Happily ignorant of the Ule of Wine, 
They Quaffd the Streams, and and choughe the 
Drink Divine ; 4 | 


No Tyrian Purpte Carpets then they choſe, 
Bar cook on Graſfy Beds more ſoft repoſe; 
Beneath a lofty Pine's inviting ſhade, 

Alike for State, and for Convenience made. 
They had not then found one the fatal way 
To loſe their Lives and Fortunes in the Sea ; 
Nor did the wand'ring Merchant then repair 
To Foreign Shores to rend, or Purchaſe Ware. 
NoTrumpetsthen prockim'dWarsloud Alarms, 
Nor Blood in Anger ſhed defil'd their Arms ; 
For who but Mad men wou'd a Fight maintain, 
Where loſs of Bloud and Life is all the gain ? 
D 3 A 
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The loft T RUMPET. 


The Words by My. Fats. 


Wake ye Dead, the Trumpet Rd T7 
Awake, awake, to Sleep no more... / 
Heark from glofe the Frozen Region fall 
With Noiſe fo loud it deafs the Ocean Roar; 
Allarm'd,amaz'd,the clatt'ringAcbscome AMA) 
The VYirtuous Soul glone, - 
Apporry women 'd while Farths Fopodazions 


Aſcends and Mocks the Univerſal W! reck. 


1z 
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The Slanghter of 1s INNOCENTS 


IL, Þ, 16. 


By the fame Hand. 


Weet Iinocet; that found the way 
Through Bloudy Paths of Martyrdom, 
To your Cekſtial and Eternal Home, 
Before your hatrtllek Feec had learn'd to ſtray. 
Early, but not untimely, Dead, 
Who to preſerve theWorld's great Saviour bled 
For all his bitter Pangs the beli Return, 
The beſt of us can make 
Is tor his Precious ſake ; 
(And few have dar'd fo far) to Blcod or Burn. 
If then *cis Glorious to purſue 
His great Example, what muſt be your Duc, — 
Who Dy'd for him, before he Dy'l for you? 
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Upon the Sight of ax 


RA 1 -0-M- 


By Mr. Tate. 


T. 


Ay, ſtart not at that Skeleton, 
'Tis your own Pifture which you ſhun 

Alive it did reſemble Thee, 
And thou, when dead, like that ſhalt be: 
Converſe with it, and you will ſay, 
You cannot better ſpend the Day ; 
You little think how you'll admire 
The Language of thoſe Bones and Hire. 


2. The 


'(41) 


2. 

The Tongue is gone, but yet each Joint 
Reads Lectures, and can ſpeak to th' Point. 
When all your Moraliſts are read, 

You'll find no Tutors like the Dead. 


3. 

If in Truth's Paths thoſe Feet have trod, 
'Tis all one whether bare, or ſhod : 
If usd to travel to the Door 
3 Of the Afﬀiited Sick and Poor, 
Though to the Dance they were eſtrang'd, 
And ne'er their own rude Motion chang'd ; 
Thoſ': Feet, now wing'd, may upwards fly, 
F And tread the Palace of the Sky. 


4 
Thoſe Hands, if ne'er with Murther ſtain'd, 
Nor fill'd with Wealth unjuſtly gain'd, 
Nor greedily at Honours graſpe, 
But to the Poor-Man's Cry unclaſpt ; 
It matters not, if in the Myne 
They dely'd, or did with Rubies ſhine. 


5. Here 


(42) 


5; 
Here grew the Lips, and in chat Mace, þ 

Where now appears a vacant Tpace, * 

Was fix'd the Tongue, an Organ, fem” 

Employ'd extreamly well or fl ; * © 

I know not if it cou'd rgtort, 

If ver#d  th' Language'of th&/Conre ; 

But this I ſafely can aver, 

That if it was no Flatterer 4 | 

If it traduc'd no Mais Reputg, 

But, where i cow'd not Praile, was Mute : 

If ao falle Progiles is made, -: 

If it flung Anthems, i & Pray'd, 

"Twas a bleſt Tongue, and will prexail 

When Wit and Eloquence ſhall fail. 


6 
If Wiſe as Secrates, that Shall, 
Had ever been, tis now as dull 
As Mydas'ss of if its Wie 
To that of Mydar did ſubmit, 


UK. -) 
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"Tis now as full of Plot and Skill, 

As is the Head of Maichious! :; . 

Proud Laurels'pnce might thads chat Brow,. - 
Where not ſo much as Hgir grows aow- 


"24151 Go | 
Prime Inſtances of Nature's Skill, 
The Ey4-, did nace thoſe Hollows fill : 
Were they .quick-ghzed, ſparkling, clear, 
( As thoſe of Hawks and Eagles acc.) 
Or ſay they did wich Moiſture ſwim, 
And were diſtorted, blear'd, and dim ; 
Yer if they were from Envy free, 
Nor lov'd to gaze on Vanity; 
If none with ſcorn they did behold, 
With no laſcivious Glances cowl'd : | 
Thoſe Eyes, more bright and piercing grown, 
Shall view the Great Creator's Throne ; 
They ſhall behold ch' I=wifible, 
And on Eternal Glarics dwell. 


( 44 


$, 
See! not the leaſt Remains appear 

To fhew where Nature plac'd the Ear ! 
Who: knows if it were Muſicat, 
Or cou'd not judge of Sounds at all ? 
Ver if it were to Council bent, 
To Cautiow and Reproof atrent, 
When the ſhrilt Trump ſhalt rouſe the Dead, 
And others hear their Sentence read ; 
That Ez ſhall with thefe Sounds be blefd, 
Bull done, and, Enter into Reft. 
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PSALM the Fiſt. 


By Capt. Walker. 


— 


T. 
Appy the Man,who ſhuns thebearen Road, 
| — the unfrequented Paths of 
Whom, by a vertuous Reſtraitr, 
From Sin preſerv'd ſecure, 
No ſtrong contagious Vice can taint, 
Nor Charming Ills allure : 
Who makes Fehoveb's Laws hisdear Delight, 
His Practice ev'ry Day,and Study ev'ry Night. 


2. 
Him ſhall Juſt Heav'n in all his A&ions ble 
And crown his Labours with a wiſhe Succeks; 
He, like a flouriſhing Tree, ſhall prove 
Near ſome fair River's (ade, 
Refreſhe with Heavenly Dews Above, 
r y < 
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Below with ev'ry Tide : 
ſerxileſtpanthegtowans theSky, 
| His Leaf ſhall never fade, -hisRooe ſhall never dy. 
a "ie \ 3. 4% J "el 
Wo {5 theWickeTrwhole unhalſowed Minds, 


Like ſcatter'd Chaff, before the whiſtling Winds 

' By various andiimpetuges Gaſts T3 | 

Of Raging Paſlions :toft;; ! 1. z £4 

'Midſt chouſand Sins, andiebitiying Lufts, 
Are miſetably joſd;; : $4: 151th 

And wandringfromeheSacred wayvof Peace, 

gn = hes YT 


never 


(#) 
PSALM ly.” 'Verſ. 8, 9, T9, 


Ss F— 1& £191 + 


by the fone Hend he: 


C74 i 26 1 
44 "2 12ks + Py | d » 


Wake my Glory, Cer "al nah Morn 


ops k 
Neep away. 


re the Syn ariſe to 
uot 


*2. 
Awake ſoft Lute, awake my charmful Lyre, 
With ficred Tranſporsmy warmBreaſt inſhig; 
Awake each Faculty, awake and ſing, 


mode ora {mn _—_ 


tn Nog Dis ry ja Vat rom 
rae. ihr yen Brrfonenobeer= x 
wr op Sue World refoun 
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+: | { 2 | 
But oh! my God, thy 284. Lo bnkh 
For Tongue to ſpeak, or Verle ro;@lebrate ; 
So vaſt thy Mercies, and thy Truths fo high, 


A PARAPHRASE on the 
79th Pſalm. 


I. 
Ow long, O Lord, of everlaſting Might, 
Shall the ſuccefsful Heathen make abode, 
In thy Inheritance, O God ! 
How oo TY thy Temple, and uſurp thy 
: | 


See: how the once Proud City. Lies, 

Salem, a heap of Stones, for piry cries. 
Nor here does their unbounded Fury ſtay, 

Thy Prieſts they on the Altars (lay, 
And caſt *em forth to Birds, and ſavage 

— u 


Witneſs 


/ 


Cy 
Witneſs che Blood, chat how an every ſide 
Surrounds: the City with a Purple Tide ; 
Wicneſs the Bodies they deny to have, 
The commeonPrivilege of a Grave. - 
This is oar Woe, and-this'our Fate, | 


While neighbouring Nations to encreaſe the 
Weight, 


Triumphancly Rejoice in in our edema State. 


2. 
| But, O' Thou God of Mercy and of Love 

Thy deareſt Azcribuces from Thee ? 
How long with Anger burn,zng figry Jealouſy? 
Rather thy irreſiftlels Wrath employ 

Upon the Kingdoms, who thy Name 

Have never known, or known diſclaim,' 
And duct 4 Facol/s. jenny gat 


Farger pur Sins, O Londa, 
And with a Father's Low nh A, 
1/2 - Us, Wk thy/Childrenz treac, 
at rms 5 Qur 


Lb 


a. 


1k 


Co 
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p Y/ (H# 8 
Help, O God; of our Salbarfols, 
Help, for te Glory of vhy Name; - 

Nor ler thy awnyrhy own; tho” finſal Nato, 
By Thee deferred; fifffer Thavyd. ' , 
Let not deriding Heathens cry, 

-O! where ifhow their farncy'd Daty. 
And ſmile, and wonder 
ArThy great Power,and.y unaRiveThunder. 
RT oid and a fee that Blow diet ſhed, 


Dye _— om with Red” 
And ler fy Vahjeaics pubic be, 
hit whit cthey faſt A thay ſec. 


PF i 


1m fie pt, 
"Andilicar,dnd ina timely Hlowr | 

27-4 ya who ſencetiU It to Dye ; 

Shaw boundleſs Meicy, erk ns onoary 
FOWer 3... vo. Croflte'l 5 | 


But for nab, he blefpbem'd & 
*. {wh Erekifing Sams, . 


C9) 
That by their Suffering they may ſee, 
And dread the Wrath 6f chy Divinity. 
- Sowethatare 
Thy darling Flock, and thy peculiar Care, 
May in moft thankful Numbers raiſe 
To Thee, Eternal God, Eternal Praife. 
Hallelujah. 


The C ONV ERT. 
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An "Ode Writes by Me. Geargy Herbert, 


. 


F ever Tearglid flow from Eyes, 

If ever Yoice was hoarle with Crics, 
If ever Hears, s, was fore wich Sighs, 

Let now my Kher, my Pave, my Her, 
Strive cach to play their Parr, 


(52) 


vid vil delantVW at: bn f 
My Eyes from whence. theſeTears did ſpring, 
Where treach'rous Syrens-usg'd £0 fing, 
| Shall flow .n& mote—uancil they bring 
| A Deluge ba my 'ſcniual Flame, 
| And waſh away my Shame. 


3. 
My Voice, that oft with fooliſh Lays, 
Wich Vywapac Rong, 20d fanfleſs Praife, 
Frail Beauty's Charms to Heav'n did raiſe, 
_ Hanoaſoerhr that only es the _ 
"| fi Petiitential Ces" 
_— 
My Hears that gave fond Thoughts their Food, 
(Till now averſe Fav ren 
The Teniple Where an ao 
Henceforth in irorfeeee M Burn, 
And be chat wh URN 


L YI. WH | | 


—— 
©. 


"4 . , 
by 


. The 


d, 


Ch) 
of \ WJ »* 
The Prophet ELIJAH Trad 


\ cn ESI 


— 


— JJ 


_. wu Tat. a $70.1 4 

m_ long and faichful Service boaſts, _ 
Under the Banner of the Lot#'of Hofts . 

Who now, his gra Conquetts to Rewkra," 

A Chitive for his Trifmph” has prepard;” 

Such tHarthlefs Virrue nobly to requite, 

Trinffites hit Body's' to che Realms of Light": 

The Prophet now” With ger'rous Scorn firveys 

This Fath, where | He bug for aPalsgorr ſtays ; 

And do's entire] bis fir'd Thoughts employ , 

On <6 ; bright. egians He mul ſoon enjoy. 

Bue firſt (for in fiis Road to Hea n they lay) 

A Viſit to the Prophets Schools He'll pay, 

In Legacy, where Hg þis ProgreG goes, 

His Councel and his Bleſſing He. beſtows. 

«  Eliſhs do'shis Maſters ſteps attend';,— 

A Servant worthy to a” 7% a Friend. 


i097 From 


(5) 
From Gilge/'s Plain, to Bethe] Journeying on, 
The Propher\Court his Servant to be gove 3 \ 
Near Fericho once more his Charge repeats, 
Bur ſtill Commands in vain, in vain Entreats. 
When Love and Duty ofict difhute the Field, 


Dury ir felf muſt ro AﬀeRion yield. 


The Prophet now to Fordaw's Bank is come, 
The laſt ſhort Stage to his Celeſtial Home ; 
His Mantle's Sacred Force the Fordey kacw, 
And conſciouſly in parting Tides withdrew, 
That Stfcam,long ſince ſubdp dat his command 
Was diſciplind to fall, to {iwell, or ſtand-}; . 


The naked Channel now with caſe paſeA gc o'er, 
And Bath arriv/d to the reol ſhore ; 
On that laſt ſpot of Earth His Fe X muſt read; 
The Prophet to [11s Fairhful| Seryane, fid——- 


O for thyTruth and (Lok Servant;fay,\ 
How ſhall a grateful Mafter Thee repay ? yp 


E'er to Eternal Manſions barn away : 


(58.2 
ForTheganhg fillmpf: Farthly Foil garfes, 0 


So thy yiling Maſter, what ado, . |, 
gk to hi 


Tue. 


The Faveniee with fuck Iydolgencs bleſ}, 
So kindly _org'd zo make his awn Requeſt, 
A while wich mqdeſt Graticude ſtands mure, 
Delays to uerey his important Syitz,, 
Who elſe might inſtantly his Wiſh impart, 
For 'ewas already form'd within his Heart; 
; So vaſt a Babrvhe trembles to expreſs, 
| Ne mptdepareuncuidy'd widhioſs.../: 
Not Pow'r ar Powp,not Safggy of 
His gen'rous and enflam'd Defires can pleaſe 
| | Tognarrow-All for his expanded Mind, / 

Ie will cor w DIAL RE 
SEIIREP YC APIEP a ae FW WE 
The World d&'#no proportiolfd Scene preſent ; 
' No lefthan' Hearn on Eaftif ci His ya Soul 


10" 


Th. W909 WNT 


E 4 | Q 


(#) 
© O Man'sf God, he ery'd, let nis ttitiertr " 


X double Portion of thy Sicted Spirit : 


Tr mp Ts eng Crna 


I cannot in to thy great Charge ſucceed ; 

My Weakn& Hf Concellion' bn! 
Eert6 thy SA&@"ORE&T ifpirgr 7 1 07 
To' perfe& the Poutidarion PHb HATE, A 
Eliſha _ wth twice Ely F) 1. </- 


I "4 "9 9 m9, 
The Peacoat (EY, 
If me ar panting thy/fix'd Eyesobſtrve, © 
If in that Mitiie 6ncheir Wirth they'r fourtd, 
pan dwre, WAN mY TO, 


A Trikbibiogas Conf rence pars an end, 
The fiery Sreedvand flaming Wain deſcend.! 
What mean theſe Terrors? This imperuous Alr ? 
CanDeath ſo-dreadful as rivs Change appear ? 
Who wou'd mar-choole to paſyhisbrozen Gre, 
If fuch fierge. Blefſings mult on Rapgure waic ? 
Miſtaken Thonghe! the Charriotand the Seorn: 
Of Terronr only haye the Sound and Form. 


The 


We Jt 


(49) 
= Viſion d&'s but Lambent Flames preſent, 0 


For Syed, bÞ Vrncg RR Gol ene/ 
Eliſhs the whole Scene with till-fix'd helm 
Beholds,and to his towring Maſter crys, 
My Father, O trjpFarhes >6HboJf 
Has loft het Clagioe 
Tearing kivfarmignt,depadiienihaectis,['7 
In Recompe nos WhWidhOly ful br" 


He now mod pur Heyy ns Prom ro the eſt, p 


of bo Plijqh's Spiric 4 
En, hos, 


a roreand UNI ib t&h11 no odw ,vodT 


ſtisd by Him the mephol- Log give 
bam 20ioV blim Stodw ,vodT 

And Great Elijab's greacer 
esIls AowT yen ni NogrpT oc amo;2 478 by 
Miftkct9 HTMN, 


oK: 
648) 
23n3917 wms[7 ingdins T 1d COlinbilil 2AT 


43} FEY MF Nzp:by! HAY, 01 


9A Ulf diy 2n228 glodw od adfula 
12 193igM gnird0) id 01 bas .blocizf 
Hou God for ever blefti! © , 1901167 1M 
 -QEtunddeazct] Po w'r golf fot 2c 
ynarigs L 
Freon (thy\Celbiii Tirooa >qmo-- A ni 
4 - 132Wikh Pity WiSFioide Rokr] 7 V7 


A 4 
FIT and Toys. 


F Rage "IM 
NoST 20: 03 Yuen SLE »H 2uq _— »H 


Prats and 
And The mobo ar £ oF Wc 1 


Feet 
Thou, who on Earth 


&vi9 2 illewt - 2; nity 

Lan whoſe mild Voice made. 
WNETTY 4nd: 2639t©@ bnA 
The Storms, the Teppeſt in my Breſt allay. 


WAUSYY k Chaſtiſe, 


Y * tsci. 


. 


\ 


A 


is en Frm an o'er-whelm whelm 


KF ih rfpairigg.Sout.) MIA 


PFaatiAmiit abFoT ori Hf EL! 
gi 61 $191 gp 'f Vf zid Wy LE Monk nh 4 I 


> 83@ Yau, (ah Lad ps: wy 64'3 24a"; FTE 
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(68) 
lonnod Sift 


- -_ "STU Ie bns 70 A 
KINGS TPO. Fo. 


'& 
,»v0Cl banoeBþ My; few wo!T bak 


Y 


$1: 


Invades the Sacred Perſon of the King ! 
The raging Pelt within big Vibe, 
The faral Summons Purple Symptoms gays, 


And Thas the Prophet warns him to hisGrave, / 


** Thy Hayje in Qcder ſeg diſpaſe thy State -»y } 
* F'gr Dearb;O King do's on my Meſſage wait 0 
, ks behind me c@hy Palacs-Gare."\: © 


» 2 TAP ! 


The 


| 
| 


| « Ah! what muſt Lwbo Gear Fade#'s H 
| © My-Family, ao lcls than All che Reabw!} 


If Him-«"D6om- fo fudden- wou'd fer 
| whelm, 


( 6s.) 
+ The Prince, who had Beſiegitly Hoſtsdeſy'd, 

Turns Pale, and deeply Sighing, Thus zeply'd ; 
"CONPR_AY whete Juſtice is ſhb- 

* A Task ſo weighty and fo ſhort a Time ? 

* My Houſs in Order fer, diſpols my Seare! 
Wann + like Me, with Life's laſt ſtage in 


© Alas! — - 4-3 do? 


* Fer Wars Alarms afford me.timero 
« How mY Scepter &er my Sword: 1. 


« Bat i eb! Almighty Wiſdom tal chougke te, 


8 ff Ti rin 


/ © ThatT ſhoyd Fudeb's Royal Enſigns quir; 


« My Soul at his Decree ſhall ne'er Repine, 


© Bach Life and Empire, at his Call Divine, 
. f I will Reſign+—Bur ahi! to whom Reſign ? 
* For yer the Marriage Bed's tome unknown, 


_ ® And Tadah wantsan Heir to Fadad's Throne. 
uit * Shall 


(62) 
« Shall las Ten Apoſtate Tribestheir King 
«4 To Siww's Tow'r, and worſe ——- | 
* Unhallow'd Idols to the Temple bring ? 
© Or ſhall Aſyrian Troops the Siege renew, 


© And Rabſpeks's blaſpheming Threats yeove 
Truos 


When in ſuch Terms the Rayal Saint had 
mourizd, 
His Face,bedew'd withTears,he meckly wurn'd, 
Turn'd tothe Wall : Why chicher? that his Mind 
Might lefs Diſtraion in that Poſture find, 
.Or ſecrer Pray'ts more fervently to preſs; 
(As warm Devotion loves no Witneſſes.) 
Or that his Palace open'd on chat fide 
A Profpe&t,whence his Eyes theTemple fpy'd, 
Where wiſh'd Acceſs was to his Feer deny'd. 
A ſecond Deluge ar his View he ſhow'r'd, 
And thus his Soul her Deprecation pour'd. 
& Remember, Lord, (wich humble THE 
* How to thy Setvice I have been moſt True: 
*Wich perfect Heart by ſtrong Drveriowwarin'd, 
* Thar which was Righteous in ty zh per 


torm'd, 


: C83) | 
| The Roy al Saint pausd here ;/ and hov'cing 
| Atirhding Anyfs firtve to catch each Sound : 
Scarce could They for their firiſht Errand ſtay, 


While thus the Pious Prince proceeds to Pray-- 
* How gan He?—Not one Accent more he 


gs ==" enter rt be 


RR La Madan 
6 Lt then rhe faithful Maſe-——— 
= The — IR Thass 


| \ rrgtat Thiba eff, Soar pre 
bl All fixd'6n \ me,the Neighbring Nations Eyes; 
* How in a Leudand Superſtitious Age | 
* Alone I ſtand, and for thy Truth engage 

<« Thy Worſhip's Champion ;if inDeach I ſleep, 
* From Poes Farce,who ſhall chineAlkars keep? 
©* The Referwation, I with Toil commenc'd, 

** Will foon relapſe to Ruin when unfenc'd: 

© The Afyries Savage wich impetuous Haſte 


(* Th' Encloſure gone) will lay-chy Vineyard 
* Lee 


(64) 
* Let me, or let my Cauſe, thy Favour claim, 
*c Support thy Servant, or at teaſt thy Name ; 
** Reſtore me from theGrave, prolong my Days; 


* Prolong themgbat I may prolong cby Praile. 


Nor yet the Prophet had the Palace leſt, 
"And Royal Patient, of all Hope bereft; 

| Buc He, whoſe Viſic made the Court.co Mourn, 
Of Life the welcom Envoy muſt Rerurn. 


* * Turn,gryd theVion;bting my Saint Relief, 


<{ Tell Hezekiab, tell my People's Chicf;- - 

« Thy Father Devid's God has heard thy Prey, 
** Beheld thy [Tears,and will chy Health repair: 
 ThoThind Day San Boll Gu cher Health rg- 


Corntr maenarnterpnnn = Any :) 


* Who now wants Brearh his Gout Crys 
to 


"alli the Temple herd my Pro 


On the, #43 WE 
ne | 
Þorine nies pe! lee Srudy, when thy Mind 
To Paradiſe this Voyage ad defign'd, 
Was Gu. Hews (on rpg) Fad 
And fuch'ds Saints and Angels muſt applaud. 

Eljali thus pretending to Retire, 
Told of the Water; bur conceal the Fire. 
Ela, hatl he ſought no ſtorets know, 
Had loft hs Spli and his Mancle too. 
Such migheft thou havegiv'ng, 
Had wo bir ſben theewhen fiiarche up toHeev's, 
Sure, Patddifſs Was open'd to'thy view, 
When with chy Pray'r chy Sout together flew. 
In ſuch afagred/ Rapture Srephen fpy'd 
Heav'n's Gates-unlocks, and forthwicki kneet'd, 
and dy'd4.., | 
ToHeav'nthow.now haftfliewn the neareſt w4y 
Which is, liks Thee; to Szudy and to Pray, 


E You 


(.66) 

You;thatcarveVirtue deckt with ev'ryGrace, 
As if her Beaygies lay in Bands and Face, N 
Come Counterfeit this Image q; yaadare,, 
The firſt Origitial Statue of a Prayer K+ 
Heaven took thee up when it beheld thee down; 
So Princes kneel when they receive a Crown, 
Nor Gid Heav'ns ſunkJenSummohsThee ſurpriſs, 
It ſcarce couldever find thee otherwile. 
Thy pious Soul in Conſecrated Clay, 
( For 'twas a Temple.) never eeas'd to pray. o 
Thy oft repeated Storms Hearen'sGaras afſail'd; 
Whoſe ſacred, Violence at laſt prevajVd 5 
Heaven kindly yielding fent a Mc9age down,; : 
To hid thee enter, and poſſck tha Crown.: '_; 
One Period ends,thy, Combatangd.chyBreatk; 
Thy Conqueſt bravely, finiſk'd;in thyDeath.... 
Such was Epamiwandas noble;Pfitle;: i 
The minute that, he Qyercamsj he-dy'd; 
Alas! what cangot warm Roligion-daro ? / 
No Walls ſo high, but may be ſcal'd by Pray'r. 
New Stratagems by Piety are found, | 
And higheſtFligtnscake riſe from bfFche ground. 


What 


(67 ) 
What happy Zeal thy Spirit did inſpire, 
That 'Midlt { maeh fire? 
Which made thes fo impatiers of delay, 
TRY ENS (ple you d ſcarce Heavens leifurs 


But leſt thy Mefſage ſhould too Bee eomethere, 
Thy ſelf weneſt poſt to overtake thy Prayer. 
Thy, Soul and Pray'r fo intimate hecame, 
Thntibe obdPhlendeghty now wetefrown he 


—— "ly Hanan (ne diy tudy weref 
That could diſcern the Spirit fromthe Prayer. 
Enjoy bleftShads what thou haſtbtavoly won, 


Poſſe. that Heaven which thaw bed hers 
begun; MY 


Heaven doth to us thy proſtrate Body grant, 
The pretions Reliquesof fo great Sting 
Which ſhould ir. longer in-this Poſtiire ſtay, 
Would,like thy Soul,we fear, be ſnatch'd away. 
Grudge not thy Body ſhould co Earth be giyew, 
A welcome Prefent, asthy Soul to Heaven: 
Whilſt this here prays below chat fings on-high, 
We'll lgarn of this to-pray, of thas wYf; 


FE 2 A 
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A 

PARAPHRASE 
On ſeveral h 

TEXTS of SCRIPTURE, 


Expreſſing the $S 1G HS 
OF A 


PENITENT SOUL. 


Tranſlated from Hermannus Hugs. 


——  ———_ — 


1. $8. 
The INTRODUCTION. 


Lord thow knoweit all my Deſire, and my 
Graenng i not hid from thee, Pſ. 38.1.9. 


Lonly _— my Grief, whoſe Eyes can 


Into the ark Receſſes of my Heart ; 

He only views thoſe Labyrinths'of Night, 
Who gilds the Day, and gives theSunhis Light. 
StretChe on the ſolitary Shore I lye, | 
With wing'd Petitions fill che vaulted Sky ; c 


Yet what I wiſh, noh< knows but He, and 1: 
The 


(69) 


The Groans,the Pangs,that in my Boſom rife, 
We Two can only telt ;—and we ſuffice. 


PSALM 6. af. 3. 5 Ow 


Have Mercy upon me, O Lora, for I ammeak, 
heal me for my Bones are broken, 


Hall I complain ? or filently depart ? 
Complaints are juſt, & I will eaſe my Heart. 
A common Friend condoles his Friend in Woe, 
What therefore ſhould a tender Lover do ? 
Werethen thyOaths of Love,but flattringWind? 
I did not think thou couldſt be ſo unkind ! 
Ah! couldſt thou know me fick to this degree, 
And yet ſo long defer to viſit me ? 
Melampw, Podalyrius, Chiron too, 
And Peas, tho" with Gout and Palſig flow, 
Have all been hero, cach Member of theTrain 
Has read his tedious Lefture on my Pain. 
But my Hypecrates was abſent ſtill ; 
par" the laſt;---Thou whoſe reſiſtlefs 
dki 
Can Cure with greates ſpezd than they can 
Kill, | They 


(79) 
They ſhake heir Heads, & with dejefted Eye, 
The feeble Motion of my Pulke they try : 

But what's the wiſe Reſult of all cheir Art ? 
They cry, fm flek—Yes,1 am fick—at beart ! 
Thro' all my Veins the dire Infe&ion creeps, 
My Vitals too jn ſtrong Poſſeflion keeps. 

My Pains, my Pangs, my Agonics encreale, 
And Phyſicks baffled Pow'r gives no Releaſe, 
Bchold theſe Lineaments diſguis'd with Woe, 
If thou again this alter'd Face canſt know ? 
Behold theſe Eyes, each bury'd in its Cell, 
TheſcCheeks where freſheſt Beauty us'd rodwell; 
In Rains there each graceful Feature lies ; 
Tho' chaft with Wine, no lively Bluſh will riſc. 


Then to whoſe Altar ſhould I now repair, 
But Thine, who only canſt redreſs my Care ? 


Thou only canſt my raging Grief controu!, 
Who art the great Phyſician of the Soul. 


(71) 


. JEREMIAH 9: of. x. 
0 that my Hedd were turned into Water, 


and my Eyes a Fountain of Tears, that 1 
might weep Diy and Night. 


ymphs of theFlood,how truly bleſt are you? 


Whoſe beautcous Limbs in liquid Chry- 
ſtal flow?! 


And They whoſe thetamorphosdFramediſtill'd 
To Lakes that ſoon the wondring Valleys fill'd, 


Why of you Fortune ſhould this Head 
deſpair ; 


(This wretched Head ) wich, more torment- 
ins Care 


Turn'd to a Spring,with Meff inſtead of Hair? 
On Earth my weary out-{tretcht Aras I throw, 
In hopes they will, like yours, diffolve, & flow, 
Bur my har Stars ſo bleſt a Change deny, 

For Rivers Emblems are ol Liberty. 

O that I could a ſudden Fountain prove, 

Az frw once for Galates's Love ! 

That thoſe kind Pow'rs, who fer fad Bibls free, 


Would now repeat the Miracle in me 
F 4 Sinc2 


(72) 


Since Floods and Seas, I but in vain implore, 
Let ſome kind Show'r ſupply me with its ſtore; 


Then from my Eyes ſuch plenteous Streams 
would flow, | 


As fall from lofty Pixdas melting Snow ; 
Which down the Furrows of my Cheeks ſhould 
run 


In Courſe, as conſtant as the Circling Sun ; 
No Reſt ſhould in my tricklingTears be found, 
Till all my Sins were 1n that Deluge drown'd. 


PS AL, 
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PSALM 69: ef. rs. 


Lit not the W ater- ouer 
the Deep . + was. PRo——_ 


- 


M* Life's a Ses, now raging, now at Reſt; 
_ the Ship, with gawdy Streamers 


What are = Breezes there,cach flatt'ring Wind, 
Bue thoſe diſſembling Paſſions of my Mind ? 
Invited by theſe Gales I raſhly float, 

And tempt the Ocean in a fickle Boat. 

No want of youthful Dalliance to excite, 

But pleaſures Tiding up with full Delight ; 
Syrens that charm at once my Ear & Sight. 


O Faithlek Main, that with fo calm a Brow 
Doſt ſmile, —Hhow rough and boiſt'rous wilt 
thou grow ? 


Kind Offices thou doſt as yet pertorm, 
Without the leaſt Suſpition of a Storm ; 

But when environ'd round with Seas and Skies 
Paſt ſight of Shore—Thy Tempeſts then will 


PSAL. 
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PSAD M 143.Vef. 
Eater wot into Judgment wk 4 Sees 


vant, &c. 


Who weald not this ftritTribunaldread, 


Or dare before th Almighty Judge to 
Plead, 


At his Tribunal, how ſhall Guilt appear, | 
Where Iocence it ſelf can ſcarce be Clear ? 


Ev'n He whoſe Piery did brightly ſhine, 
(Of all the Infſpir'd Twelve the molt Divine) 
Whoſe Life,with Vice, was ons continu'd War, 
Yet dar'd not plead Perfeftion at this Barr. 
The Royal Author of Seraphick Vert, 

And Anthems fit for Angels to rehearſe, 
What Son of Fleſh conceiv'd in Sin (ſaid He) 
Before All-ſceing Eyes can righteous be ? 

Nor Fob (in ſufferings try*d) allow'd the Skies, 
And brighter Stars, as ſpotleFs in his Eyes. 


C75) 

If then fuck PYlars nk boamarh this Hand, 
On what ſupport can we, frail Refeers, ſtand ? 
And if before his Breath the Cedsr: yield, 


| How fhall fith Shrab3 as we maintain the Field? 


—* 
PSALM. 


The Sorrows of Hell comp 41.5 of 2a -_ and the 
Snares of Death take hol 


Cteon's Fortune ſeems in me renew'd, 
When wretchedly by his own Hounds 
perſt'd. | 


Wild Groves my youthful Fancy did enflame, 
My Soul was always in purſuit of Game ; 
Till Death beſet me in a Deſart way, 


And of the Hunter made a wretched Prey, 


In ev'ry PathDeath's tangling Nets are fread, 
More fineand ſubtile than Aracbne's Thread 5 
Behold how cloſe that watchful Huntref lies, 
Some gawdy buzzing Stragler to ſurpriſe ; 
Her 


076.) 
Her Web once ſtrack, forth' from her Cell ſhe 
ſprings, _ 
And to her Den the mourning Captive brings. 
Mark how the Fowler from the ſhades unſeen 


Obſerves his Nets, ſtrerche on the neighb'ring 
Green; 


And, to allure, where vacant Spots are found, 
He ſcatters Grain npon the barren Ground : 
While Birds whom he already has betray'd, 
Are now Decoys to their own Fellows made , 
And from their Cages cheerful Notes begin 
To draw, with feign'd Mirth, their Compa- 
nions in : 
Theſe,thele,my Soul,true Emblems are of Sin. 


PSAL. 
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PSAL'M-3r.Yef. ww. © 
My Life « ſpent. in Grief, and my Tears in 
Sighing. 


By N. Tate. 


—— —— 


A Salten Planet frown'd upon my Birth, 
Nor to this Hour allows one Minute's 
Mirth ; 

Yet ſtill Pm flatter'd wich deceirful Air, 

That always ſays co Morrow fhall be fair. 

No Morrow yer.has darted one kind Ray, 

Bur ſtill proves darker than the former Day. 

The ruffling Winds ofcimes diſturb the Main, 

But ſoon the Billows grow compos'd again ; 

No Leaves in Winter on the Grove are ſeen, | 

Which yet the next Spring Cloaths with freſher 
 _ x 

When ſudden Storms eclipſe" the Morning's 
Light, ; 1 


Thoſe once diſpers'd, the Day returns more 
bright. 


My 


e 
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My gloomy Thoughts no Interval can find, 
The Tempeſt wpty5:reghAn ny Mir. 
My Sighs are all the Muſick I employ, 
My Spts are aff the Muſick T enjoy ; 
With theſe I paſs the tedious Night away, 
With theſe I paſs.the yet more tedious Day. 
My Friends, 'tis te 4their Counſel oft addreſs, 
Advife me oft ts make my Sorrows leſs. 
I took their Council, gave to Mirth the Rein ; 
Mirth only brought, more ſharp Returns of Pain. 
For when my Griefs with Laughter Fd beguile, 
Tempeſtuous Sigh deltray'd the- Infant Smile. 
And when Ltry & Sleap my Grielh ee: Reſt, 
Their Cre fright: fiom any Door #*vs gentle 

ueſt. 


Ye R_ and Groves, wy long. irequented 
ts, 


Ye Rocks & Caves,my Sorrows laſt Retreats ! 
You know, how oft my Groans in vain ſuppref, 
Have with recoiling Fury torn my Breaſt. 
While Eccho, gentle ſhares of. ay; Woe, 
Returns a Sigh to ev'ry Sigh I throw. 

Here Progne do's hee rmournfuPStory cell, 


Anſiver'd by fadder Notes of Philomel. 
Each 


(79) 
Fxch in her Turn renews rhe Qoteftd Strain, 
While Halcyons from! the dftarShoars complaie 
With theſe the Twewls joins creviitt Moarr, © 
Like me, ſhe mourrs, and mwerars tf tone" 
Thus Fate, do's-crualtly-niy; Life-protang, © '* 
Of all my ſuffrings Lfe che: greaceld Wrong !" 


_— 


Out of Hermannus Hugo, 
I Charge you, O Daughters of Jeruſilem; 


if yt find my Buloved, that ye- tell Dire F 
am ſich af, L ovei. Cant, $9. 


E rk Sopls of Heavenly, Swlew's Race, 


Whoſe lagwy Feet the, Azure: Temples 
grace, 


You,'you, I ctarij, a attend my ſacred Strain, 
If ye by chance ſhould find my Love again, 
Tell him I Languith with a Fire unknown, 


As Faſmins (inc beneath th' Aſhrian Sun ; 
For 'tmidt the Darts he lately ſcatrer'd round, 


He fell himſelf a Shaft, and'T a Wound : 


At 


(8 ) 
Ac leaſt his own Blood ting'd the pointed Sree? 
For I more. His, than my own Sufferings feel. 
Ah ! with what fires was then my Soul poſſeſt, 
As if whole «Aims beav'd within my Breaſt ! 
It he's inquiſitive, as Lovers are, 
And ſhould enquire of each particular, 
Talk all the Forms of Languiſh and Difreſ, 
Which Pain forbids the Sufferer to expreſs, 
He'll ask if I am Feaveriſh ; te) him, No ; 
My Spirits are too weak, my Pulſe too low! 
He'll ask if danger of my Life appears ;— 
Tell what your Eyes diſcover,not your Ears 
Tell him you-bid me ſpeak,whilſt my faint breath 
Imported nothing, but the ſigns of Death. 
Perhaps hell'ask you how I did appear, 
What Looks,and what my other ſymptoms were; 
This, or like This, let. your Deſcription be, 
That he my danger with its Cauſe may ſee; 
A pale a fiightful crembling Ghoſt llye 
Condemn'd, O Fate ! neither to live nor de. 
I pant and ſtruggle for my hovering Breath, 
Labouring for cither perfe& Life or Death. 


Wich 


(91) 
With heavy Eyes, that ſink in gloomy Shade; 
My faint Right hand within-my Boſom laid 2 
No-rofy Colours, no young Native heat, 
No Pulſe, tho' touch'd, can be percciv'd to beat. 
A floud of Tears waſh my faint Life away, 
And dying Sighs to him my Soul convey : 
Whilſt in theſe ſad Complain I (ll ddmire 
To feel I burn, yet know not what's the fire, 
Unleſs 'tis Love,which doth theſe Paſſions move, 
For every accent of my Pain is Love ! 
From hence,l find, from hence proceeds my flame 
I know not Love, but yet a Lover am ; 
Love made myPlaints ſo loud, my Sighs ſodeep 
Love taught my unexperienc'd Eyes to weep. 
From hence th'Abrupeneſs of my Languagecame, 
That I could utter nothing but his Name. 
This, in thele words, Let my Beloved hear, 
That I (fond of my pain) his Fetters bear : 
Te!l him I burn with ſuch a gentle fire, 
As Roſes in the Summers heat expire ; 
Tell hirii that I with long Deſires decay, 
As hoary Lillies droop and fade away ; 


G | 


(#2) 
L charge ye tell him I am fick of Lave, 
And my lf Sickneſs, tell him, it will prove. 


— 


— 
— 
bf hf 


O'N 
EASTER-DAY. 


 Y 


_ re On” 


W” an unknown Hand. 


r. 
Ark ! Sure I hear Urania play, 
[ hear her tune the heavenly Strings ; 
Some wondrous Tidings ſure ſhe brings. 
Oh ! now, methinks, I hear her ſay, 
The Sun of Righteouſneſs, To day, 
Muft break, muſt riſe, muſt come away 


Witch Healing on his Wings. 
2, 
'Tis done behold che God appear, 


Fulfilling. all that he hach faid, 
Captivity is Captive led ; 
Deam 


C84» 

Death of his old invendm'd Spear 
Behold diſarnf; enifebataerttterd! 
The @###* th HWe the Melnbetd Rave / * 

Sinks #ſed the Herd: 4 '- [ 

26 jos TUTES [1 CS 411 

| 14Sþd 24 O mit g4ts 
In vein the Gly Rabbin ſtrove 07311 


. A Stratagtin of Fort6 t6 find... 


The Lord Omniporent to bind 3 
Too weak, to ſtop Almighty Love, 
Their Guards,their Stohe, their Seal muſt prove; 
The trerHiirig Extth doth alt tetfiover © 
Loot | 

Let ranſom'd Men in Prailes nio, 
Let every faichful Soul rejoice | 
And tune, to Angels Noteyy his Voice ! 
Hail! Son of Devid, let them cry, 
Hail ! Thou that Liveſt, and didſt Dye! 
That liteſt ehy glorious Seat on high, 


And Sufferings mad'ſt thy Choice. 


G 3 s. Un* 


C34); 
£206, 1 nfnmora; 1 o 17.91 
Unfold, —_—_—— | 
That Guard the,great Febrvab's Towers, 
Thoſe Sacred Myſtick Leaves of.yours ; 
The King of Glory for you waits : 
Receive him, O ye blifsful Bow'rs, 
Ye Thrones, Dovminions,Sceptred Powers; 
He comes :—accompliſh'd are the Hours 
Appointed by the Fates. 


6. 
Be now thy Foes thy Footitool made ; 
Exalted high, on God's Right-hand, 
A Prieſt for ever mayſt thou ſtand, 
Thy dear Redeeming Blood to plead, 
Th' imperfeRt Sacrifice to aid, 
Which is by wreeched Man convey'd, 
And never muſt be fcann'd. 


A 


Milo 


Preparation! bo PRAYER. 


þ 4H 


————— 


IH the Fane Hand.” 


aid. 4 
u—_— —— * T7 S. 7 —_ +23 
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I, 
ET no bold Prayer preſume to riſe, 
Let no-unhallbwed Incende go - -[* 
A fruitleſs Progreſs, chraugh the Skias; .., 
Whilſt hore chy Heate-zamaing-helow;:.. 
Thy Heart; adorn'd in/all its beſtdefices, - 
ThyFather kindly comrz4,thy awivh God requres.! 
1 Naw! Ky vt i wy [ Y 
Think with what Reverence atid State 
Thy Maker is ador'd Above ; 
What mighty Beings round him wait, 
And pay their Worſhip and their Love: 
That Cherubims are in his Sight afraid, 
And with enfolded Wings their glorious Faces 


G 3 3. How 


(WJ 


32, 
How muſt that Guardian Angel grieve, 
ST $M &y YAN): 50910 
Such cold Petitions to receive, 
As his warm, caal can veg piafent ! 
How mit hegrreve, thy empty Forms eo fee / 
In Spirit and inTruth, his God muſt worſhipt be. 


{4 0 20NL gas (6 ] black oct TH J 
How willirſwvdl warren | 
How wilt it aff ry hopes defaar, | - 
To ſee thy Sins increas by Prayers, Ai " 
Whigh onlyceukdi their forgeabatot 1! / 
How 'ean'#thou hope reſeaps thoſe kevbten 


Harms, 
Who thus _”_ thy ſelf rurn'f thy cutbating 
AB ono gd nl does drift 
X A Lobs : 4 
-i i/ 
I 14 L 11» oe 


1 


WEL 
. 


4 ( 87) 
GO LD ib #19d in "the Fire, 'and 
acceptable” Men in" "the time of 
Adverfity.” 


By the ſame Hand. 


i 


Ts 4s : 
T. 
F aft th''#ppointed Days of Man were fair, 
And his 'f&w-Hours mor'd v'er hint like a 
Bicezes... | 
That gently fans the avis Trees, 
Soft and Smooth) and void of Cace, 
As Infaris balmy Slumwbars are ;- © 
How ſhouk} we ere:affured b2, 
That even Temper we might ſee ; 
Were Vertue, na Proſperity. 
2. ” FB 
Not fo th! Almighty Wiſdom has defign'd 
Wes thould in. Eaie and Lypxury remain, 
Uncry'd by Sorrow, or. by Pain; 


G 4 No 


(88) 
No, the great Searcher of the Mind 
Unfſhaken Vertue'there muſt find; 
Tho low.q5 tq the, Dunglil brought 
With him, whoſe ſifted Patietice taughe 
He ferv'd for Duty, elſe for nought. 


” x. 


$. 


” 


} 


; 


We ſee the wealthicſt Oar the Earth doth 


hide, 
Is not receiv'd or paf'd for carreqt Gold, 
Nor by the greedy Miſer told, 
Till by the Cleanſing Furnace try'd, 
le doth the ſeven fold Teſt abide 


That certain Purifying Road: 


So muſt the Path of Grieſberrod, ; 


By all <' accepted Sons of God, .-/ 


p07! o 
God in this Method to our Needs has bow'd, 


Nor is it Reeſon guides when we cowplain : 
Favours alas, bat fall in vain, 
And the good Things that are allew\d, 
Inſtead of bappy, make us proud. 


Let 


( 389) 
Let us not then refuſe this parts * 
- Bue wiſely-leam the Seving Her, £ 
© Which Tears to Comforts U&'s convert. 
* "1f — 7 ol 


. 
WOVIel 


— 


_— 


On ALEHICILON: 


.. V 


TY TYFTY 


By. the {ame Hand. 


PS | ak 4 ad 
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I, DEST 24 38:19 
_——_— my terkderFleſh may 

Y, 
Welcome Affliction, to my Reaſon ſtill. 

Tho' hard and rugged, on this Rock I lay 
A ſure Foundation, which, if raisd with Skill, 
praneny pals Babel: aim,and reach th' Almighty's 


2. | 
Welcome the Rod that do's Adoption ſhew 


The Cup, whole wholſome Dregs are giv'n me 
---- here, 


There 


(99) 
There is a Day behind, if God be true, : 


—_ allthcip Clouds' hall pas, 2nd Seven 
bees. > 0 
When thoſe, whom moſt hey ſhade, that ſhine 
molt glorious there, 
(01 FT 1AJA «x 


AMRiAion isthe Line, which every Saint 

is-meafar' by,- tis Stature taken right 3 - 

50 much it Qriits, as chey repins or faint, 

But if their Faith or Courage ſtand upright, 

By that is made the Crown, and the full Robe 
of Lighe. | 


A 
WF 1 


PSALM 


-woprd 


#7 *1.1 


PSA LM as tenant; Pond 


_ _—— 
_ 
—— 


By the eb | T1 


Roud Bebylen, thu DOR Weg 
P Eupbratis, as he gat along, © 
Saw on his Banks aheiSaeved twong''0 © 
A heavy Solemw Mourning tel ; | - . 
Sad Caprives to thy Sons and Thee. 

When nothing bat our Tears were free ! 


A Song of Siew they require, 
And, from the neighbouring Trees, to take- —- 
Each Man his dumb neglected Lyre, 
And Cheerful Sounds on them awake ; 
But Cheerful Sounds the Strings refuſe, 
Nor will their Maſters Griefs abuſe. 


How can we, Lord, thy Praiſe proclaim, 


Here in a ſtrange unhallow'd Land, 
Leſt 


C92) 
|» OY 


Fm they d 
th RE Carine 
_ what cer we felt BAND 


But thou Feraſelon fo dear, 
If thy lor'd Image &er depart, 
OrlI forget thy Safferings here, 
Let my Right-hand forget her Art, - 
My Tongue her Vocal Gift 'refign,” 
And Sacred Verſe mo more berwne, - 


(93) 


The Secoutd Chapter of the Wiſdom 
. of Solomon, Paapietd 


By the ſame Hind, 


w—_ 


The firſt 1 2 Lines OY an IntroduQtion. 


Ow weak is Man that would bimſelf perſwade 
Out of bis Intereſt, and bia Tempter aid ! 

Aiſled by preſent Foys, and humane Pride, 
Would gladly lay bis future Hopes afide ; 
Uncloath himſelf of all be holds Divine, 
And to the Earth bis Aſhes woald confine. 
Conſent bis Soul ( all pains on it to ſpare ) 
Shou'd waniſh like the ſoft and filet Air, 
This Dodirin, which im ancient Times was pern'd, 
Th' induſtriow Devil took care ſhow'd ftill deſcend, 
And we by Atheifti now the ſame are told, 
Which I{racls wiſeft Prince deſcribes of old. 


The 


C'S 
IGCHYFTBR: 


Ley ita S219 6 


—"Hys reaſon'd they, ſaid be, but not nos 
Delufed by the Ghatms of vain Delig tr 3 
The” Life be ſhore, how redions ts rhe tay 
Which ſome new Pleaſure doth por drive away? 
Death haſtens on aff humane Things to ſeize, 
And there's no, remedy for chat Diſeaſe. 
None from che Grave return, nor Moſes Law: 
Have ſeen him come to vindicate their Cauſe. 
Chance made the World ; arid the fame Hand 
Chance 


of 


Did blindly Man into that World advance. 
And, when the date of certain years expires, 
As he had never been, he back retires. 

That aRive Fire which anifiatts the Heart, 
And therice alf Lite and Motion do's inipatt, 
By ſome contending Eterhene oppreſt, 
Extinguiſh'd fails and quirs the darken'd breaſt. 
The Vapoor in our Noſtrils ſteals away, 

And all it.a; row remains is common Clay, 


Time 


(95) 
Time preys upon our Mermory 294 Name, 
And deep Oblivion fwaHlows up tir Fame: * 
Like a fwift Cloud we paſs unheadat byy, | - 
' Notrackis lefr, no mark where ic did thy; - C 
Nor fhall ir &'er return to ſhade the Sky. 
Since pe#F and furure we ar diſtancs foe, 
And preſent time cati only uſefut be, 
Volupruous, and in Pleaſares tet ts Kve, 
And freely ſpend what Moments we receive. 
Still ler us gay and warm Aﬀections hold, 
And, when in Age, forget that we are old. 
Roſes about our youthful Trefles ty, 
Roſes ſhall, when they fall, their place fupyly. 
The "= _— Spring ſhall round our Tem ales 


b 


Whilſt our full Bowk flow with Avamne Wine 
The poliſt'd Skin with Oinements Gall begay,7 
Circling Perfumes ſhall uſhzr or the way, 
And ſoft harmonious Airs about us play. JD 
Diffuſing as we paſs Luxuriane Bliſs ; 

This is our Portion, and our Lot is 65s, 


Juſtice 


(96) 

Jultizg (hall lay aſide her ulcleb Scales, . ,, ;- 
And Farce ſhall Juſtice be; when Force prevails. 
No Law ſhallgovern, no dull Rule take placey 
The Widow, nor the hoary Head find grace 3- 
Oppreſſion ſhall the tighteous Man devour, 
Faſhion'd by Conſcience for the Tyrant's pow 'r.; ; 
Who meckly yields to wrong,or vile diſgrace, 
Yet from th' Inmortal Ged derives his Race, 
And by himſelf is arrogantly ſtit'd 
Of him he Worſhips the apparent Child ; 
Him let us wait for that upbraids us ſtill 
Witch Breach of Laws, and Education ill, 

That byt at diſtance views our looſe Delight, 
And blaſts our Mirth wich his reproachful ſight? 
Who, nor like us, his Youth to Pleaſure gives, 
But ſingular, and folicary lives ; 

And does his Eyes on diſtant Proſpets bend, 
Saying, the Fu## is bleſſed in his End; 

That Tes us haſten, and his Pacience prove, 
And his cool Temper wich rough uſage move : 
If Son to him whom he Almighty calls, 

He ſure will Save when in our hands he falls; 


Ler 


<9) 
Lat us in Shame and Tortures make him dye, 


And.ſ hilFruch Jod this Plotedor hey. 


Full olace dig ſuch lneginecizns find . 
With Men in Miſts,of Sio and. Error blind, , 
That knew not God, nor did his Laws regard, 
Unmindful of the Work orthie Reward, 
That ſhall or blamieleſs Scrlls'titreafter reft, 
When with Ecernity « of Pleaſures bleſt, 

God ſ[tampe his Image on created Euth, 
And made it Þ, lmmorcal in ies Birth, . . 


And tho' th' Infernal Fiend, with.Eavy Ald, | 
Brought Death into the World, and tome has 


killd,... 


Yet only cholp chat do his part a 
Shall fall to him and his opvigned place: 


|, 


H SOLE 


(98) 
SOLLTU.DE. 


Hs. far the fiveets of Sohktuide excel 
The —_ loud Mirth and clam'rous 


_— - 


_—_ EY and crowded Didurts 
Only the vectuous Heavenly Soul can tell. 


Which when 1 retir'd and loos'd by Faith & Love. 
From the'groſs Body, upward flies, 
Climbs er th? impurerſower Skies, 

To gain (woee Converſe wieh tilt Mind: above: 


{.b 
Ray iſh'd hh This, ſhe eks a clearer ſizhe, 
And 'chil&the interpoling Clay, 
And bars of Fleth thar'take away 
Herheavenly ProfpeR, and retard her flight. 


She do's her icorn of this low World expreſs, 
Derides the Pompous Trifles here, 


Honours and Wealth to Sinners dear, 


And wonders why Men call ic Happiaefs. 


Saf 


C99) 

Safe in thoſe happy Realms of Light and Love, 
From Clouds and ſtormy Wind thae blow 
O'sr this ctempeſtzous World below, 

She mourns ſhe cannot always keep abore. 


In thoſe brigtit Fields no fears herJoy contro! 
Securely ſeated from on high 
She ſees the ruddy Lightning fly, 

And hears below the diftaar Thunder roll. 


She's there ſefe-grardod from'fal'n Angels pow'r, 
That ftriy i this{6w void of Air. 

| And<watching with anwearicd Care,) 

Firlt cempe co fin, then vanguih'tl Soul: devour. 


Thole Mika? batome motk excefent and pure, 
Thac Hes hs Ealm Regions moſt frequent, 
Free iebrt's Damyps and noifom Scent ; 


* wholeſom Cfiniates Mens fizk Bodies cure. 


And when ſacli:}inds deſcend to Earth agen, 
Their heav 'aly Language oheerful Face, 
Freſh Begury and Caleſtial Grace 

Dechre the hippy Seats where they have been, 


Hz This 


( 100 ) 
Thi World is ſtill fo turbulent and loud, 
That Heav'ns foft Voice cannot be heard, | 
Angels have oft to Men:appear'd ( 
When all alone, but never-in a Crowd. 


In filent Groves the Men of old grew wile, 
There proſtrate V otaries-ador'tl, 
And invecated the true Lord, 

There Heathens worſhip'd too their Deities. 


Sage Druids thergHeav'ns Councthynderltood : 
TheSoul dges.chere her Thoughtscompolz; 
Calmly devout and ſilent grows, ' 

Aw'd by the (h4de and. ſtillneſs of the Wood. 


There th' Eſenoect their Innocence were ravg ht 
Ot the next Silver Stream they drank, 
Got a cheap Meal from ſame green Bank, 
And lar from, worldly Cares fey Liv'd ang | 
Though. * i 
| [n Ficlds and Wobods,may I ſafe Pleaſures find; 
Nature's Almighty Cauſe '#dore, 
Admire the #drk;, but th" Arbor more, 
Where ObjeRtborh delight and teach my Maid. | 
May 


me 


AM nm 


(/101) 


May Vallies teach me to be fruieful too, 

May Hills excize me to aſpire, 

Like them, to Heav'n with rais'd Defire, 
Andmaay my Thoughts flow pure,as Faontams do» 


From Birds Il] learn to fing my Maker's Praife,. 
The Sheep ſhall make me wiſh I may 
Grow uſeful, and as meek, as they 

And hear the Paſtor that Cirets my-ways, 


Both Birds and Beaſts ſhall my diſtruſt condemn, 
Thar truſt Heav*n's Goodneſs rove about 
Free from all Care and anxions Doubts, 

And teach meto depend on Heav'n,like them. 


Motives I ne'er ſhall want of Love and Praiſe, 
For Heav'n ani Earch will ſtill fepply 
My Thonghes with fſach vatiety, 

As will new wonder frcſh Devocion raife. 


Oh may I ſomething learn from all I {ce, 
And by the Creatures ſtill aſcend, 
To'the firſt Cauſe whilſt I attend 

To Nature's Volumes of Divinky. 


H 3 - It 


( 102 ) 


Ict me ſweet Solitude's Delights enjoy, 
And Thoſe repair to ſenſual Sport, 
To Wine and Theaxers reſort, 

Who know not how their Leiſure to employ. 


A Cloſer, os a fecrer Field with thee, 
Shall Lord, to me be far more dear, 
Than all the ſenſual Pleaſures here, 
Than all the poylon'd ſweets of Eaſe & Luxury 


a — — ———— 


The ENQUIRY. 


By the ſame Hand. 


— 


'VE fearchtthe barren War'd, but cannot find 
A Happineſs for an Imnfortal Mind. 
Honours. Delights and Riches have all ſpent 
Their Smiles in vain,to give my Thougbts Content. 
The Joys they yield, but for a Moment laſt, 


And ſhrink to nothing when they're cloſe em- 
brac'e, 


They 


( 203) 

They never fathfy, but feed defire, 
And bring freſh Fuel to a reſilefs Fire. 
What's one poor drop to him that almoſt burſts 
With fierce deſires, and for an Ocean thirſts. 
My Mind can hold both the rich Indy's ftore, 
And find it ſelf, as empty as before. | 
The Treckon Earth throws in their purpoſe 

mils, ; 
Swallow'd and loſt in that immenſe Abyſs. 
P've look'd der all the Riches Earth can ſhew. 
All that ic Promiſes, but gives to few : 
And ſtill fome Intelleual Good I wane, 
Some Happineſs this World can never grant. 


Hence mighty God my Thoughts aſcend ta 
Thee, 


The ſpring of Good, and Man's Felicity. 
'Tis only thy Immenſity can fill 
The thirſty Soul's yaſt and immortal Will, 


This ſingle Thought, that all Earth's Joys at 
Death 


Will end, and ceaſe for ever with my Breath, 
Quite chills my Love, and lefſens my Eſteem, 
And makes a Kingdom but a erifle ſeem. * 

H 4 I 


(194. )) 


I find my Soul's miſplac'd, it longsto ſee 
Some higher Good, ſome fix'd Felicity, ; 
Which it deſpairs to meet with, hut in thee 
I'm hleſt with Faculties to entertain 

Thy ſelf, and ſure thou mad'ſtthem not in vajn, 
And as I can, ſo, ] defire tobe |, 
Made happy only in Enjoying thee ; 

My Wiſhes elſe unſarisfy'd return, 

And make mie all my lolt Endeavours mourn. 


Thou doſt to All but Man Perſe&ion grant, 
That with their Happineſs upbraid my want 
No Hopes or Fears the quict Stones moleſt, 
That ſweetly in the Earth's low boſom reſt. 
Treesto their height and perfe& Srature grow, 
No farther Tendencies or Wiſhzs know. 


Rich Flowers with daz' ling Glory crown the 
Year, 


And i in their Smiles a perſe&t Beayty wear. 
Beaſts that have all for which their Nature calls, 
Pleas'd with themſclves, are happy Animal. 
Abore the Earth cheir Wiſhes never fly, 
Nor thirſt for Hgav'n and Immortality. 
33 No 


— 


— 


— 


( 205 ) 
No Proſpe& of a greater Excellence, 


' Makes them deſpiſe the low Delights of Senſe, 


No knowledge of Eternity can ſhew 

To them, how ſhort theſe Pleaſures arc below. 

They can no Dangers while at diſtance ſee, 
To interrupt their preſenc Peace and Reſt, 

From choughts of Death and future Sorrows free, 
They are withundiſtucb'd Enjoyments ble#F. 

While Souls that-can to higher Regions climb, 

And look beyond the whirling Pool of Time, 

Become unhappy by theic Eminence, 

Ang ſerve but ro diſturb the ſweets of Senſe. 

When the {ad Mind its ſaber thought; emploies, 

And finds it felt horn for Eternal Joys, 

How Earth's unmanly, ſhore Delighrs diſpleaſe ? 

It rather will have none, than ſuch as theſe. 

It thinks of all ics noble Faculcies, 

Then looks on Earth, and do's its Joys deſpi le, 

Since I have ſuch a Mind as this, would I 

Had never been, or may I never dy ? 

If ao Delights are to be found above, 

Whart ſhall I ſeek on Earth, what ſhall I Love? 


If 
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If this be all the Happineſs defign'd 
For anxious Man, wretched Immortal Mind ! 
Happy the Bruies that can'e their State reſent, 
That know no nobler Joys, and are content. 
If Man then can't a perfe&t State attain, 
His Soul and Appetites are made in vain. 
Man only is Felicity deny'd, 
Vex'd with deſires, not to be fatisfy'd, 
The Lord of All is moſt unhappy lefe, 
Of chat PerfeRion Beaſts enjoy, berefr. 
But th'Author fure will not be moſt unkind 
To his beft Workmanſhip, the Heav'n born Mind, 
He's ſo benign he can't but let us have 
Objeas for all che Appetrites he gave. 
"Tis exlY hence to know he does intend 
Himſelf ſhall be the Minds laſt Reſt and End, 
On them he will at laſt himſelf beſtow, 
That never ſought their Happineſs below. 
What this denies the other World will give, 
Where Saints ſhall in Immortal Glory live, 
Poſſeſt wich Heav'n they ſhall for ever reſt; 


Crown'd with Divine Delights, and with their 
Wilhes bleſt. 
SOL 
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$0LILOQUY, 


—— ——_—— 


By the ſame Hind, 


Ouble Allegiance, Lord, to thee I owe, 
Both as thy Subje# and thy Creature too 3 
'Twere then in me the moſt ingrateful Guile, 
No: to perform or ſuffer what thou wil. 
My place is to obey, and not diſpute 
A Will ſo good, a Power fo abſalute. 
Shall my Remonſtrances to Heay'n be fent 
To plead the Juſtice of my Diſcontent ! 
For Life and Enjoyments here I ſtand 
Indebted to the Bounty of thy Hand. 
What thou art plcas'd to take I muſt reſign, 
Yer thence ſuſtain no Wrong, ſince Nothing's 
mine, 
My Fortune's mean; the wiſeſt and the beſt 
Of Soul that now in Heav'n ourſhine the reſt, 
Liv'd in this vale of Tears deſpis'd and poor, 
>ome wanted Neceſſaries, few had more. 
| | | And 


C108 ) 
And ſhallI quarrel with my Fate, when God 
AfMiidas me but ro guide me with his Rod { 
Theſacred Path which all the Bleſt have trod? 
Sure, Toil and Wearmeſs muſt needs become 
The Lot of Travellers remote tr om Home. 
Pilgrims, as I am, while abroad they ſtay, 
Muſt quit th'Ambition to ſcem Rich and Gay, 
Amidſt my Foes I'm now a Stranger, where 
Whar'stolerable, is accounted rare. 
Such Fravellers can only Paſſage crave, 
And That, what cer I miſs, I'm ſure to have. 
All Suffrings here chat can my Fears alarm, 
Afi the Flcſh, but work no further harm. 
Diſtreſs and Shame make not Heav*ns Servants 
ſeem 
More baſe or wretched in their Lords Eſteem, 
Theſe can't his Favor from my Soul remove, 
Nor intercept the Pleaſures of his Love. = 
And Happineſs o Him is quite unknown, 
Who cannot find it in that Love alone. 


FromRiches free, I'm free tootrom theirCares, 


Safe by my diſtance from their fatal Snares, 


An 
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An humble Fortune kindly does deny 
Thy Incenrives of our Pride and Luxury. 


My weaker Vertue'may be here ſecore, 


Which might not all th''Afſaules' of Wealth 
endure. 
So little Veſlel may ſecurely ride. 


On a ſmall River's ſmooth and gentle Tide ; 
Where weaker Winds with fofe and eaſy Galcs 
Scarce heave:the Boſom of their humble Sails. 
But if they put to Sea, too late they find 

Their Sail unequal for a fiercer Wind. 
Hopeleſs they're with imperuous Fury born, 
Split on the Rocks, or with the Tempeſt torn, + 
Thus meaner Fortunes Vertue moſt befriend, 
Giving what's fit,and more would but offend. 
Here we our Innocence can beſt enſure, 

And that's the happyſt State,that's moſt ſecure. 
[i now to Hcav'n's fo difficult the Road, 


What muſt it be with Wealth's incumbring 
iv Load + /--- 
Do my Endeavours now Cocepi fo well, 


And all Temptatjons with fuch caſe repell, 


That my Ambition any barder 'Task 


Shouk crarhJeney for Heres/can Labours ah ' 
at 
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That I with Care and Tos/ ſhould purchaſe Foes, 
And ſeek the Place that thickeſt dangers ſhews. 
Are thoſe I cannot ſhun ſo few or flighe, 

That fond of Ruin I would more invite ? 

This were to raviſh Death ic ſelf, and ſcale 

The Gates of Hell, lelt milder Arts ſhould fail, 
I'm born for Heay'n, and ſhall I chuſe to ſtray, 
And ſhun the plaineſt and the ſafeſt way, 
That I a longer Journey may endure 


Through Roads more troubleſome, and lefs 
_ tceure? 
Still mcaner Fortunes are the ſafeſt found, 


Free from the Snares which Wealth ahd Pomp 
ſurround. | 
The humble ground needs but a ſmall defence, 


We ought to dread the riſing Eminence, 
Where Sin does it's vitorious Forces poſt, 
And dying Souls are in ſuch numbers loſt. 
Numbers, thar give malicious Hell {uch joy, 
That glut theGrawe,and greedy Death o'er cloy. 
The greateft danger that fy fear ſhould more, 
E, leſt the Workd ſhould coo'obliging prove. 
She's thenmoſt dang'rows when her faulling Art, 
And ſplendid Drets inviee my yielding _—_ : 


( 1422 ) 
But when ſhe frowns, her Cher: are loſt unles 
We're fond of Miſery, and court Diſtreſs. 

The Works unkindneG may abate our love, 
Teach us to fetk for Happinels above. 

Make us for'kigh Eternal Joys enquire, 
And ſeek for Hearn with more inflam'd defire. 
For ſtill our wiſhes aſter Home and Reft, 

Are by the badnels of their way incicaſt. 


'Tis then from disbelief, and want of loye 
To God, andthole pure Joys prepard above. 
Thac in the meaneſt State we can't rejvice, 
And make not humble Poverty our Choice. 
That Wealth and Greatneb we bb little dread, 
Sought by the Living, curſt fo by the Dead. 
Bleſt with the tropes of Heav'rretwo I've nomore, 
Tis Acheiſmto'tdmmptain my Fortune's poor. 


The Man rich with theſe hopes may well im- 
wy. :. 

His ſaddeſt Hours in calm Delights and Joy. 

Who when a few ſhort Hours are paſt, wilt 
know © 7 

What Heav'n to make Men happy can om 

For ever bleft, if God can make them fo, _ 

ay 
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May I have theſe tranſporting hopes of Hear n, 
And let me know that Happineſs when given 3 
Ill praiſe Heav'ns Goodneſs, tho oppreſt Ily 
Wich what miſtaken Men call Miſery. 
Why ſhould I grieve for what ] fuffer here? 
All cheſe ſlight Troubles ſoon will diſappear; ; 
And what is not Ecernal, is betow my Fear. 


The Safcty, of a low State. 


Tranſlated out of Scneca's Agamems+ 
. non, Chor. Argivarum; 


By Au ſore Hog. 


—II—_ 


—— 


Io 1 


He rreach; r W_ ne of a; Royal Crowng 
Places w \Wever rich and great, 
On a tecp and ſlippery Seat, 
Whence-with an ny Blaſt all ririnble down. 


A of 
*cl / Proud 
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Proud Scepters can't command ſoft Peace and 


Relt, 
Nor chaſe uncafy Fears away; 
They know no fafe and happy Day, 
But endle6 Cares their Greatnefs tilt moleſt. 


The Lybian Sea not with ſuch Fury raves, 
When heap'd up by roughWinds, the Sand 
Does in high tott'rin g Mountains ſtand, 

And interrupts the loud impetuous Wares. 

Exxinns neighbor to the ſnowy Pole, — 

bright Carman, by the Main 
Untouche, drives round his ſhining Wain, 
Can't with ſuch force his croubled Waters roll, 


As when Kings fall,curn'd round by rapid Fate, 
Kings, whoſe defirs is ro appear 
Awful, to move their SubjzRts fear, 
Which Fear does in themſelves the like create. 
The Night, to hide 'em ſafe does Darknef want, 
Soft ſleep, by which a.troubled Breaſt 
Is loos'd, and lies diffolv'd in Reſt, 
Can't charm the reſtleſs Cares that Princes hawn, 


I The 


(T4) 

The Men that borh by too kind Ferttthe' iſe, 
Soon ſink and fa: down from-their height, 
Preſt by their own unequal, weight, 

Which,thoſe that envy'd,now as much: deſpiſe. 

Great Forttines can't their own vaſt Burden bear; 
So the/iwift Ships expandett Sails 
Swoln- out with too indiilgent Gals, 

The Winds/they wiſh'd befote, bepin'to fear. 


So a proud Tow! thruſts his aſpiring'Head 
 Armong the flying Clouds, bue finds 
The uneaſy '\neighbourhbod of Winks 
And Thunder-claps, that are around himbred. 
So the rude Storms that ſhake the bending Weed, 
Deſign an envious fatal ſtroke, 
To the ancient, welt Idtead Oak, 
The Grove's Defence and Glory while it ſtood. 


High Hills the faireſt mark for Thunder ſtand, 
Great Bodies af but ſeldom ſound, 
Suck have moſt room,to take a Wound; ; 
And the far Deer invites the Hunter's hand. 
What 


( 2x5 ) 
What whifling Fortune does this day advance, 
: I threws down with a greater fall ; 
Eſtates-that are but low and ſmall, 
Laſt a long quiet Age, ſecurefrom Chance. 


He's only happy, that of meancr rank 
Does nar his humble Stare. xelent, 
But with his Fortune (ill content, 
With a ſafe Wigd Sail by the ngighþ'cag,bapk. 
Whoſe.wary Boat that, dargs nat zxuſt, her Oar 
To the rough uſage of che Wind, 
And the.wide Ocean ſeldom kind, 


Keeps {fill io prope of che*fafer Shore 


( 216 ) 
RIGHT, ZEAL 


————— 


By -the ſame, Hand, . 


Ure there'sa Zeal that's born of heav'nly Race, 
WhoſeLineage in itsAſpe&s you may trace; 
The generous Fervour and admir'd Degree 
Of a viQorious, healchful Piety. 
This quickens Souls grown ſtupid, and imparts 
An active Ferment to.devouter Hearts. 
'I is this invigorates decaying Grace, | 
And theds freſh Beauty on it's ſickly Face. 
It works not out in Froth, nor will it vent 
In angry Heats ies inward Diſcontent. 
Nor, for a Triffle, will co Blood contend, 
Notiall icWarmrh in Noiſe and Cenſures ſpend. 
But meek and gentle as the Sacred Dove, 
"Twill on the Soul in kindly Breathings move. 
It ſmooths rough Nature, ſweetens cagerBlood, 
Expels the vicious part, and faves the good. 
Its heav/nly Birth and Nature it will prove, 
Axunſeerſal Charity and Love, 
” It 
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it will fo widen a contracted Mind 
To the {trait Compaſs of a SeR confin'd, 
Ie ſhall embrace thoſe of a different Name, 
And find ev'n for their Enemies a Flame. 
'Twilf pity ſmaller Faults, and thoſe that fray 
Reduce wich peaceful Methods to their way : 
It deals not Blows and Death.about on thoſe, 
Whoſe Errors ſome lefs uſeful Truth oppoſe; 
Nor do's wich Sword and Fire the $tubborn tame, 
Ir uſes none but its 0wn harml:G.Flame. | 
In Reformations 'gwi;l ſome Faulty endure, = 
And not encreaſe the, Wounds it ſeeks to cure, 
It tickles moſt, on Love's and Mercy” $ fide, 
And checks the Heac and outrages of Pride, 
'T will ſhed ics own, not ochers Blood tO gain 
The Peace it ſeaks,and,murual Loys MAINtain. 
Thig £47 has always,molt Impancace ſhown, 
Where owLord's Honour's injur d,notour own: 
Unackt it can focgine: an Injury,: 
Still love the Author, 40d. his Rage defy. - 


oy ww ; W504" 
Without this Zeal. how mmoauly. Grace appea's, 
See what a lick ganlunzptive Face ir wears! 
* | I 3 [l:'s 


_s 
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I's Beauty faded, and its Vigeut foft * * 
It ſcems departed Virtue's meagre Ghoſt. 
Only this Zeal its Ruins can repair, : 
And render its Complexion freſh and fair,.. ... 


Such Courage ſprings from this more active, 
Gract, 


As Ean the various Shapes of Tertour fact ; 

It makes us gladly take the Martyr's Crown, 
And meet the Flames, with greater of ourown. 
No Straits, no Death it formidable thitiks, © 
Beneath whoſe force a ſickly Virtue ſinks: 

It gives the Soulhe quickeſt, deepeſt Seriſe 

Of unſzen Worlds, creates fiich diligence, - 

As cheerfully diſparches all the Tasks 

Thar Heav'ti preſcribes, or but own ſafety asks.' 
This Zeal is Waty, not Enflinr'd by Pride, J 


Ar'walks not, bur with Khowledge for itogaide; 
Nor will too haſtily Advanee, but ſtay | 
To take Adviceand Reaſon ww ies way. 142641 J 


When it grows hot, 'tis always ceftain rwo, . 
And will its doubting Thoughts as calmly ſhew. 
Bleſt heav'nly Zeal! how ſpirktfuband fair - '- 


Thoſe Souls that ieel its Influence, appear ! 
How 


(,119 )- 


How much luch, Godlike Hero's ys condemn, .. 


Whom they gxcg), as much as ; Angels, them. 
Let me thiseruly noble. Zeal.artain, 


And thoſe;that lagk/can, Vierkh, and Honour 


gain. _ 
My Portion's then {c fo great, nor c all the ſtorg 
Of worldly Treaſupes can engch, me more. 


mn — m—g—t—t— ” «@% C 
—— _coGXode a .£CAA_. —— 


TEMPTATIONS. 


1d Dal's; 


MM By > fone ene... 


MTS ric ! 


AL "walkgor out, bus ill Lmers, 
Parks 199.gfrplc' "Uiac PYpnKary Feet 
Ar my rewuen. the Falm ang.cuga Mind, |; 
1 carry'd forth, all dioppss4.1 fad;. ... 1... 
My weak Deytions acken'd. and unbept, 
And Paſſions logg'd graw ludand tucbulent.-: 
My ruftled Ming with Sora; fools in vain. 
To rank and aig its diſplag's Thonghts again; 


Mycareful Maps noplacy ſacurely.eread,. . » 
Thick nary agr all ch' Ferpaneed Ground lap 
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The ſinalleſt Inadvertencies expoſe 


Unguarded Virtue to our watchful Foes. 
Satan rejoyces (if his Hell has Joy) 
Thar.loft himfe}, He can Mankind deſtroy. - 


Rav'nous as Lyons are, and ſtrong as they, 

He does on Souls, as thoſe on Bodies prey. 

He much to's Skill, more to fall'n Nature truſts, 
And brings Temptations ſuited to our Lufts; 
Temptations brings of Circe's 2 ren- Brood, 

By fecble Reſolucions not wi ' 
Nor vanquiſt'd by faine Wiſhes to be good. 


Here fome great Man's diſpleaſure over aws 
Our fears of Sin ; there carnal Pleaſure draws. 
In an alluring Dref it courts the Senſe, | 
Whilſt yielding Nature faint Reſiſtance makes, 
At laſt o'er come, gives up ter Thnocence, 
Ahd,j Jin exchange, Sin and Heai'rls anger takes. 
Somerimes a deadly Perſecutors hite 

Will damp our Z#al, and Love tb God abate; 
Sometimes the envious Scorn of Virtte thrown, 
And the diſgrace 6f being g60d' Alepe. © 
Bur after the attraQive baits of Sih, 

Call up the ſecret Sparks of Luſt within HOP 


At et 


_Gad's Fayour more than Life, I've for it vY | 


( r2r ) 
Which taking fire burſt out into a Flame: 
Which our diſabled Reaſon cannot tame, 
Thoſe Purpoſes ſmall Oppoſition make, 
That once wethought no charms,no force could 


I 


But leave us to the power of Luſtful Fires, 
And the wild Gujdance of unclean Deſires. 
But ah ! what After-pangs will 'This create, 
When ſober” Thought the finful-AR debate ? 


What guilty] Bluſhes wounded Conſcience wears 
See how it ſtarts laſh'd wich its ſecrer Fears? 
Te flies from Heav'n, the thoughts of God afrighe 
My troubled Soul; before, its chief Delighe. 
Heav'ns frown blaſts all my Joys; tormencing 

Fears, 
The ſecret Stings of Conſcience,Sighs, & Tears 
[s all the fad Reward paſt Sins afford, 
For theſe I'm by my ſelf,and God abbor'd. 


When Love would riſe to Heavn with freſh 
Delight, 


Conſcience ſuggeſts my Guilt, and Rays its fight : 
How dear a Moment's ſinful Pleaſures coſt, 


{1C 
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One Sin can all my ancient Doubts, caſtore, 
Makes me ſulpeR the Conquelits ger before z -- 
Makes me {u{ſpend the Hopes of heas'aly Blib, 
And Tyrants ne'er found Torment,like to this, 
It makes me queſtion all my Deeds, debate 
The future ſafety of my doubeful Stage: 
I: ſtrangely can undo what's paſt, deſtroy 
My preſent, and revoke my fortner Joy. 
It fſhews old Sins te wound tne with their view, 
And the fad Pegitential Scene renew. 
What ſpreading Miſchief is in Sin conceal'd 
By Man bdlier'd not, *cilt too fare reveal, 
Fool that T am fuch Toritistits to create, © 
And buy Repentance at fo deat'a Tate. 

i 6 30.44 \ 


C 
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Upon a moſt Vi Virtuous and Accom- 
pliſs'd Young Gendleman, Who 
Died f the Small-Pox. 


q hn Atl... 


Hy. T7 7 


T, 


our Dead Friends ill Truchs we may not 
tell, 


Such | ſpotleſs Honour in the Grave ſhould dwell, 

Ye rhote iVredch of Chariry'ir Gems 

T6 hide thelr Virtues,chen ro ſpeak their Crimes; : 
How toully then His worth ſhould be proclaims 


Whom ev'y Virtue grac'd, and hot one Vic: 
_ delamfd.. ka. 


2, 
His Merigs gain'd a Charatter To high, 
As Emvy could not blaft, nor Pride deny ; © 
Above diſguiſe He ſcorn'd all varnitydArts, * 
And with Iherenr Hononr conquer'd Hears. -- 
His AQions ; generous all,and {(quar'd by Truth; 


Wich Age s Prudence bleſsd, in zhe gay | Blaom 
Youth. +. Gen- 


* 
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3 
Gentle, offencelefs, fo averſe to wrong, 
Obliging ſweetnes dwelt updn*his Tongue, 
With Nature's richeſt Gifts ſo deck'd' within, 
That Pride in him had ſcarce been jadgd a Sin ; 
His ready Wit no ſtop or bounds could know, 


Bur, like a gen'rous Spring, did clear and con- 
ſtant flow. 


4- 
Not in his Grave more quict can he find, 
Than always lotg'd'in hisunvary'd mind 1 
A Mind fit only tas the Blefs'd above, 
4 he Seat of Friendihip,and the Throne of Love; 
I, Heaven what matchlefs Glory has he gain'd 
To bring from Earth a Soul by ſuch an Age 


uuſtain'd. 


N 
p 


F. / k, 
The Hand of Fate ſeems —__ to deſtroy; 


Fond of the Happy, to the Wretched Coy: 
In plenty round him Fortune's BieGings hay, a 
Which juſt atrain'd,Fare ſummon'g him away, 


So parts the Spgwances Merchant from his 


Gain, 
And (ſinking) ſees \el Wealth Float round him 
-, on the Main! '"3"6.N6 
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6. 
No Humane gill the deſtia'd Hour could ſtay, 


And hovering Death was pleasd with ſuch a 
Prey ; 


Which to, ſecure beyond the bet of Art 
In every Pore he ſtruck a Fatal Dart: 


'The Vicious Life an eaſy Conqueſt lies, 


But Fate's whole power invades, when ſacred 
Virtue dies. 


To 
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ToaLADY, 


Upon the X. Conamandments cut by 
Her on Whuce-Paper, and Preſent- 
edzo $. John's College in Oxtord. 


He curious Wonders we pegſerve withCore, 


That the fair Hands of Cloyfter d Nuns 
prepare ; 
Who ſtrive,poor Ladies ! with a fruitleſs Toil 
A miſerable Solitude to beguile : 
Promoting what they to themſelves deny, 
- They Pride and Luxury to Mankind ſupply ; 
But in your Piece this Excellence we find, 
An Entertainment -for the Eye, and AMimnd. 
A Sov'reign Judgment form'd the firſt Deſign 
So well the Matter and the Art combine ! 
No other Lines cou'd merit fo much Art, 
No other Hand an equal Skill impart. 


TheMaſters ſee it, and their Plates diſown, 
Aſham'd of the rude Scratches they have Gan, 


(x27) 
The Primer boefts/nomore his Works do live, 
And Sybil's'Leaves, and ancient Bark ſurvive; 
But owns, that Arr'the longer Dare deſerves, 
Which Things infaireſtCharaRers preſerves ; 
At leaſt, if we'no-more Pretenifionsname, 
Thee Hwthor maya juft Precedence claim ; 
Blind Chanr Uid His onthe Yol Soldier throw, 
Another Patace'kindly this below. 


Were-all.the holy Books granſcrib'd anew, 
And inſuch beautcous Leners drefs'd'by You; 
We ought the Few: Rev'rence to retain, 

And inſtitute new Maſorites again. 

Our 'Fongue' beneath. that. Sacred Charater, 
Wou'd of. Divine Origical appear : 

And, what jn Theirs was but a vain Precence, 
Each Lewer carry mighty-Conkeguence : 

And oh: haw fe-would that fair Manſion prove 
For th' ever-bleſt, and the Erernal- Dove! 

Th' officious Painter on the. Altar draws 
In Golden Characters theſe Sacred Laws, 

«Bug the Gold comments the ftrekes he makes, 


His work a borrow'd Yale from it takes; 
Th 


(-188-) 
While wiſely Tow ſuch flight Materials chule, 
And ſolid Worth by acc'rate Art infuje ; 
Your Piece no glittering Advantage needs, 
Whoſe Value from the cariow Work proceeds; 
Yet by this Piece is repreſented beſt T7 
Th' unſpotted Image ſeated in your Breaſt ; 
As Poets, labo'ring beſt their Senſe texprebs, 
Berray thoſe Paſſions which their Souls poſſeſs, 
Juſt ſuch your Writ appears, ſo heavenly fair 
The Angels Hand did ſcarce a fairer bear. 
We only fear leaſt Thoſe who come to lee ; 
Should, unawares, commit Idelatry. — 


The Holy Place a foletrm Rev'rence'fifts, 
And deeper Awe, which this new Gue#? inſtils ; 
That hence we my but juſt Credewtial call, 
To vouch the Sanction of el, Original : 

And mighe che Tables by thoſe Fingers writ, 
Into the Holy of Holyeſts admic. 


Hymn 
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HY MN. 


Veni Creator 'Spiritus. 


| Inn 


Engliſbr by Mr. Wright. 


þ 
Pproach Celeſtial Dove, 
Eternal Purity and Love, 
And where at firſt you did difpetice * 
A Being, Life, and Sence, £ 
In the ſame Breaſts now plate 
The very Soul of Lite, Snpetnal Grace. 


2: 

Thou Spriftg of Joy ſtill growitg, 
Fountain of Comfort ever flowing, 
Thou greateſt Gifr'of the moſt Great, 

Thou Charicy- compleaet, 

Undtion Divine that bririgs 
The Sanity of Prieſts, Grandzor of Kitrigs. 

K. Thou 


( 
'” (139 Y 
3, 
Thou fevenfAd BenefiQor, _- 

Of all that's Good, thou great Tranſator, 
Thou promis'd Gift from Heaven ſent 
When ffom us Heaven went, 

Thou God of Eloquence 
That ſpeakſt to th' Intelledt before the Sence. 


_ 


4 
Hither dire thy Ray, 


Thou Glorious Sun of laſting Day, | 
And from that Sacred Heat'inflame _.. - ; 
A Paſlion for thy Name ; 
So all. our preſent Want 
Will be ſupply by that Celeſtial Grane.. 


P 
Far, far, from us difplace 
TH Immortal Enemy of Grace ; 
And in all Hazards let us find 
Thy Peace, the Peace of Mind : 
We ask no more reward, 
Thou beivg thusour Condut and and Guard. 


'Y* 


6, True 


( 13x ) 
6. 
True Paith on.us Seſt9w 
The Father-Deity to know 
And teach us by thy Inſpiration, 
God ths Son's Incarnation, 
Inform us then aright , 
How you ad one to them, yet all unite, 
»Y 
T- | 
Ecernal One, United Three, 
To you belongs all Majeſty ; 
All Power, and all Dominion's due 
To you, and only you : 
All Glory, then, all Praiſe Divine 
United Three, Erernal One, be chine. 


K 3 Jeptha's 
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TJEPTHAs VOW. 


—_— —_—— 


— ———— 


The ARGUMENT. 


Jeptha Bewing raſhbly Vow'd (if be ſucceeded in ba 
Expedition _ the Amonites ) ro offer up 
in Sacrifice the Firft that ſhould meet bim from 
bis own Houſe; He returns Viftoriows : The ff 
that comes forth to welcome bis Triumph, is bis 
only Daugbter, 'whom he Sacrifices according 


to bu Vow. 


es. 


By N. Tate. 


Bu the Altar the devoted Maid 


(Wich Garlands crown'd and in white 
Robes array ). 


Appears all Mild, to yield her deſtin'd Lite, 
And waiting the ſlow Sacrificer's Knife. 
A Virgin Bluſh her Aſp<& purpled o'er, 
As young, and ne'er beheld by Crowds bctore) 
(Such Tincture Crimſon'd Alablaſter ſhows, 
O: Lillics ſhaded by a neighb'ring Roſe.) 

Yet 


( 133) 


Yet gen'rous Reſolution do's diſplay, 
Thaz with her Modeſty bears equal Sway. , 
She, otily ſhe, appears without ſurprize,” 
And _ the weeping Crowd with cheerful 
'es. 

Some cal to mind the publick Service done, 
And Battle lately by her Father won ; 
His Blood's Expence in Field to fave the State, 
And with it'the tinhappy ViatoP's Fate. * : 
Of Age's laſt Reſerve and Hopes bereft, 


His ancient Houſe and Lineage Heirleſs left. 


The Younger fort bewail her blcoming Charmy, 
And grutch fo fair a Prize toDeath's cold Arms. 
TheNymph for whom che nobleſt Yourhs had 


pin'd, 


A "Wt. to the Thanklefs Grave alffen'd. 


For now (as Chance wou'd play the Tyrarit's - 
Part, 


And fret their Wounds with ſreſh Supplies of 
{mart ) 


Thoſe Beauties Nature had before cenkus d, 
Sublim'd and to Advantage all appear'd ; 
Their Grief was now to Conſternation turn 'd, 


They now Mouin OY as before,they burn'd, 
Of 


(134 ) 

Of this the Virgin do's Advantage take, 
And her afflicted Father thus beſpake : 
To Ammon's Court, Great Sir, theſe Plaiyms remit ; 
Theſe Flaints ore only far the venquiſts fit. 
My ſelf to Death's cold Arms I freely give, 
While you to fuirld ao State and Alan throes, 
You Rate my wſeleſs Life at Price toe high 
To make me yours, aud Iracl's Vittiae Dye ! 
More than my Merits or my Hopes could claim, 
To purchaſe with few Years Immortal Fame. 
With Comfort ta your Palact, Sir, repir 
To cherriſh Her that's now. your only Care : 
My tender Mother”; Sorrow to aſſwaye : 
Fax only You can check the Tyrant's Rage. 
Rerget your Worrblefi Danghter, and ſurvive 
By your Exampl: to keep Her Alive. 
Tou el{e reſige your Laurel; to the Fee, 
And Conquer d Ammon Triumph in your Wae. 
Or have you lavifÞd off your Love away 
On my patt Tears 
Refert/'d no Xindnefffer my lateſt Day ? 
If my pat Life did you im ought offend,” 2 


Is Death ot leaff 3 woy'd my Fault amend, 
And to the Shades a guilt fr Soul deſcend, O 


(35) 

O Tortwre (the diſtracted Father crys; 
With Arms extended and uplifted Eyes) 
Too mutÞ, ye conſciow Skies, for Men to beay ! 
For Thu is Torment _= exceed; yay 


The wxtang Crowd ntieds ſuc- 
vey 


O if the Death of this Hufriow Addid' |  _ 
You wretched mskes, ber Death you only [ce, 
What mmnſt the Murtherer ber Forber be © . 
In Innecence your Sorroxp fords Relief 


1 bear the double Load of Guilt aud Grief, «+. 


F, q ” , on XY , \ 36. 
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[; Worldly Greatneſs. 


| — — 


By Mr. Ezr. Sinafon. 


b———— 


LV! 7 Hat's worldly Empire,Pomp & Pow? 
The PageantsTriumph of an Hour. 

Or if the Courteſy of Fate 

Prolong the Scene an Ape's Dare, 

"Tis all chat Fortune can beſtow : 

And if for Life stime laſts the Show, 

Not to a Minute *ewill amount 

In vaſt Eternity's Account. 

Were Heay'n fo pleasd, one Monarch may..: : 

Arrive to univerſal Sway ; 

Mankind ir fole-Subjectionmhare, BA 0 

Yet to his Paſſions be a Shave. . 

Their ſtronger Forces ſhall inveſt 

Alarm, Afault, and Storm his Breſt, 

And with the Havock there they make, 

Keep Him, as He the World, Awake. 

of 4 H U- 


(137) 
H UM I1:K4L TY. 


—— 


_ , thy. the ſame Hand,. 


Uch injur'd Grace, for being Mild, 
Meanels of Spiric Thou art ſtil'd ; 
Thos ſ:nfl:6 Morals Thee defame, 
Who doſt with Heav'n Alliance claim : 
Is Thou alone that doſt inſpire 
The Greatneſs that brave Souls Admire.” '* © 
The proudeſt Heroes of the Field _—_ 
To Thee the Prize of Fame muſt yicld, 
To Thee belongs the ficſt Renown, LS 
Thou only can't che Glory own 
'To Triumph o'er Fate's outmoſt Force, 
And Steec in Srorms a [teildy Courſe, 
When Fortunecempts with flact'ring Wiles, 
Thou only canſt refiſt' her-Smiles ; - 
And when her-angry Tempeſts riſe, 
Thou only.canſt her Frowns deſpiſe. 


- 


©1- On 


(.435 ) 


On the Day of Fadgment ; 


"By the B. of Roſcommon. 


_—— 


i HB Day of Wrath, that dreadful Day, 
That ſhall the World in Aſhes lay, 
'Tis coming-——wAl nor, cannot ſtay. 


The Laſt loud Trumpet's wondrous Sound 
Shall chrough. the cleaving Graves rebound, 
And Wake che Nagans under Ground. 


Nature 'and'Deth ſhall, with fuppriſe, 
Bzhold the conſcious Wretches ; iſe, | 
And view their Judge with frighted Eyes. 


Then ſhall, with univerſal Draat!; - 
The ſacred Myſtick Rolls be read, 
To try the Living and the Dead, - 


The Judge aſcends his awful Throne ; 
But when he makcs all Secrets known, 


How will a Guilty Face be ſhown ? 
F.C What 


(139) 
What Interceſſor ſhall I take, 
To fave my laſt inzportane ſtaks 
When the moſt Juſt have cauſe to quake ? 


Thou mighty Forridable King, 
Mercy and Truths eternal Spring, Gi 
Some Charitable Pity bring. ' 


» 


Forget nge what my Ranſom colt ; 
Nor let-my dear bopght.San} be lakt 
In ſtorms of guilcy Terror coſt. 


Thoy who for me haſt felt ſuch Pain, 
Whoſe precious Blood rhe Crofs did tain; * 
Let not (hy Birth and Death be Vain. 


Thou whom avenging Powers obey, 
Remit, befofe the Reckoning Day, 
The Debt which I can aever pay; 


Surrounded with. amazing Fears, 
Whoſe Load my Soul wich Anguifh bears, 
I ſigh, Eweep : Accept ry Tears. 


L 


Thau 


( 149 ) 
Thou who waſt mov'd with Mary's Grief, 
And by Abſolving of the Thief 
Haſt given me Hopes, oh: give me relief. 


Oh! let thy Blood my Crimes deface, 
And fix me with thoſe Heirs of Grace? 
Whom Thou on thy Right-hand ſhale place. 


From that Portentuous vaſt Abyls, 
Where Flames devour, and Serpents hif;, 
Call me to thy Eternal Bliſs. 


Proſtrate; my contrite Heart I rend ;- 
My. God, my Father, and my Friend, 
Do noc forſake me in my end, 


When Juſtice ſhall her Sword unſhearh, 
How will they Curſe their ſecond Breath, 
Who riſe to a ſeycrer Death f? 


Great God of Mercier pitty take 
On Souls thou did#} [Immortal make, 


' Nor het their State be that of Wee, 
Which mu#t, if Once, be ever ſo. 
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